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PREFACE. 

WHEN an Author prefents his Works 
to the Public, he ought to take 
Humility for his guide, and under her 
dir.c6tions petition for public candor.— 
Perfection is not the lot of humanity, and, 
therefore, we ought never to let pride 
blind our eyes to our own imperfedions. 
The Author of the following pages, pre- 
lents them to the public with all Humi- 
lity, and lays no farther claim to the 
charadler of a Poet, than that of being 
fo far tlirough life, a very poor Oecono- 
raid. — Oeconomy and Poetry are very bad 
neighbours, and feldom agree in the lame 
perlbn. — The Poet's ideas aicend into the 
aircy regions of puff-pafte, and flum- 
mery; the ideas of the Oeconomift are 
limited to the folid food of beet and plumb- 
pudding, — 1 he Poet is an excellent mana- 
ger in theory, the Oeconomift is equally 

excel- 
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eitccilent in praAice. — ^The foul of the 
iPoet, arifes above every groveling thought^ 
though ruin to hinrfelf be the confe- 
quence; the foul of the Oeconomift, ftoops 
to every thing to gain his purpofc* — ^Why 
It is fo, I pretend not to lay; but that i^ 
i$ fo^ experience is a fufficient proof. — — 
When the. good of pofterity, and the 
Liberty oHiis couiipry isatftake, the Poet 
puts no bounds to his bravery, but meets 
every accident with an undaunted foul; 
the Oeconomift afts upon quite different 
principles, and, regardlefs of futurity^ 
wraps up every blefling in the narrov.*^ cir* 
cle of his own life. — -^Which of the two 
iS in the right, t fhall not leave to a bench 
of Biihops to determine, fince it is evi- 
dent, that if Mehometifm had, at the 
^une time been propofed, when they voted 
for popery to be eflablifhed in any part of 
the Rritifh dominions, they would have 
voted with the propofer, provided they 
had been previoufly told, that they (hould 
hold their livings during life..-i — This, 

how- 
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however, I >vill venture to lay, that the 
man who dare brave every tUinger, and 
flight every advantage for the good of his 
country and pofterity, will, upon cool 
reflection, enjoy a ferenity of Mind tin- 
known to him, who has, for temporary 
emolument, given up the glorious privi- 
leges. — ^All that I fhall fay for the follow- 
ing (heets is this, that die Reader will find 
the Paftoral, fimple; the Moral, juft; in the 
Religious part, he will difcover the Cluil* 
tian ; and, in the political, the unfliaken 
iPatriot* 



( iv ) 



THOUGHTS ON FREEDOM. 

MAN is naturally free— The inward great- 
ncfs of the, human foul fubfifts not with- 
out Freedom. By this native fpark of divinity > 
we are dircfted to a clofe and attentive exami- 
nation of things, — our enquiries are unfuUied 
by fear, flattery, and partiality. . Outfides or 
furfaces can never appear fplendid and dazzling 
to a generous foul, when the infide is a ftran- 
ger to every thing worthy. — A flave, indeed, 
may be dazzled with a gay and alluring appear 
ranee, without fo much as knowing, that he i$ 
betrayed into an admiration of what the free, 
and confequently the wife, contemn — Without 
Freedom there can be no true bravery, no gc-» 
nuine greatnefs of foul, nor indeed any folid 
virtue. — The man who knows himfclf free, yet 
voluntarily fubmits to tyranny, makes a melan- 
choly change of right for its contrary, and 
levels his purfuits at wealth, power, and gian- 
deur, to the deftruftion of his inward tranqui- 
lity, and the total lols of his virtue. — What is 
it that gives merit to ambition, and dignifies 
the man with true honour and glory ? Is it the 

pageantry 
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pageantry of high life ? no ; it is that nobler 
acquifition, more fuitable to his nature, which 
centers in folid and fubflantial grandeur. — J h*ie 
foul is the foiirce of all that can be confidered 
as great and valuable. — Our aftions and words 
flow from, and are meafui-ed by this very flan- 
dard. — It is the inward vigour of the foul, va^ 
rioufly exerted, which forms the patriot, the 
philofopher, the orator, arid the poet. — From 
this great fcource, the world has been bleffed 
with a Plato, a Socrates, a Demofthenes, a 
Tully, a Homer, and a Milton, — Yet even 
this inward vigour, though chiefly owing to 
the bounty of nature, can never reach maturity, 
without fome other concurrent caufcs, the prin- 
cipal of which I beg leave to call a virtuous 
education, and public liberty — For what can 
the feeds of a great genius avail, if deprived of 
education ? or even that obtained, if checked and 
rcftrained by the iron rod of tyranny and op- 
preflion ? It is obferved by the beft critic * that 
ever lived, that it is impoflible for a flave ever 
to be an orator. " His fpirits (fays that great 
man) being efFeftually broken, the timorous 
Taffal will {till be uppermoft, and the habit of 
fubjedtion continually overawe and beat down 

his 

* LONGINUS. 
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his gcnius.'^-^The truth of this, obfervation 
may be illuftrated by comparing Tully fpeak-* 
ing to Cataliae, to the fame Tully pleading 
before Caefar for Marcellus. — Ii^ the firfl; in- 
Aance, Tully is grand, diiFufive and ftriking : — 
In the other (though perhaps the bcft panegyric 
that ever was fpokcn) he is mean, fervile and 
flattering j — ^the reafon of this great change is 
evident, — when he fpoke to Cataline, Rome 
knew no mailer, Tully was free. When he 
pleaded for Marcellus, he was a flave, his tyrant; 
heard bim# 
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The following lines {the firfi of the Author' s 
productions that appeared in print) were^ at 
the time when wrote^ an Anfwer to an equal 
number of lines faid to be wrote by the ^ueen^ 
as a compliment to her Royal Confort, 

BY Chloe, I*m told, I was highly com- 
meHcled, 
My heart is at peace, and my forrows are ended ; 
Come, flocks, gather round me, I'll ftrike up 

my lute. 
When Chloe'sfo kind,* can hier fliepherdbc mute ? 
I fummon the neighbduring fwains to declare, 
If they e'er faw a maid fo bewitchingly fair. 

B The 
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The charms of her pcrfon a monarch can bhld^. 
But ftill they fall Ihort of the charms of her 

mind, ^ 

From Venus hcrfelf fhe might carry the prize, 
She's chafte as Diana, as Pallas fhe's wife ; 
No petulent hmnours e'er lodg'd in* her brcaft. 
Her prefence can even lull Envy to reft. 
My Flocks that I flighted, with care Til attend, 
The Gods, beyond Chloe, nobleflingcanfend. 
Adieu to Bellona's ftirill trumpet's alarms, 
Nor blame me ye fwains when I r ufli to her arms . 

Oil the Passover, 

O Could I catch fome hallow'd fire. 
That angels would my voice infpire, 
And teach me how to fing ; 
That I in numbers fit might pay. 
My humble thanks on this great day 
To Heav'n's Almighty King, 

The wonders thou, O God, haft wrought, 
Tranfcend the reach of human thought ; 

I'm loft in wild amaze ! 
From Death thou didft man's foul redeem, 
To dwell with thee, O glorious theme. 

Of everlafting praife. 

When 
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When the wild fea thy voice docs hear, 
Its waves like liquid walls appear, 

No more its billows roar : 
Whilft Gofhen's flock inarch on in peace, 
Their pow'rs are ftop'd, their motions ceafc, 

'Till lirael gain'd the fhore. 

Undaunted j Pharaoh's troops purfuc. 
No dangers fear, their foe in view, 

into the deep they ride ; 
When ftreight the parted waves unite. 
Overcome the hprfe.and rider's might, 

By a refiftlcfs tide. 

Juft fo, O God, thou haft o'erthrown. 
The powers of death, and Sat^n^s throne : 

Hell's arbitrary chain 
Thou haft unty'd, with love divine,. 
Made way for all the Chriftian line. 

With thee in Hcav'n to reign. 
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A PASTORAt. 

CLOSE by the fide of yonder purling rill, 
Young Colin jocund tends his fleecy care : 
Ko envy, ipcridei' nor love hisbofom fill, 
Thofe peace-difturbcrs nc*^r found entrance 
there. 

With oaten reed be hails the rifing fun, 

The rill returns him back the w^arbling found j 

His tender kmbs their iportive races run, 

Or crop the op^mng flowers that deck the ground . 

• .-■-■'■ 
The rifing larks harmonious mufic chant, 
Colin in tran%ort lends a lift'ning car ; 
Then cries,, ye. G.od& ! . wha^ happinefs ycr grant, 
No joys yourfelves poflTefe bu? rival hetel 

Thus he enjoys ^s peaceftjl happy ftate, 
UnvexM with ii^?,:^inbitioii,i care, or ftrife ; 
No polifti'd portals, no Corinthian gate, 
But joys unfully'd crown the ftiepherd's life. 

But fliort, ah fhort is this delightful fcene j 
A fav Vite lambkin from his flock does ftiray : 
He hies, the little wand'rer to regain. 
And calls, for company, oii Ijpnefl: tray. 

The^ 



The faithful dogjljd^ ?^5iftcr*s fteps" attends, ; , 
O'er diilant plahi| th?; rambler they purfuc ; ; 
The diftant plains make Colin noj aiQeflds, v " 
The jaxnbjer ilill cicapes his ^agier y|pw. 

At laft Jic canie where Ehebe,. heautidus maid, 
Wi^JmilkiiigpaU was tripping o'er the plain; 
He ^qW b}^ talc, and thcEther fold furvey'd, 
And there he found liij? favorite lamb again. 

A while regardlefshe furvcyM the. fair, 
Tiil Gupid, cruel. God I let fly a dart ; 
TransfixM his h^eaft, and left himblecding there. 
Now mighty love o'erpow'irs the fhepherdV 
heart. 

Each grace, tafch cha'rni,^ the ioveljr nympli.! 
dili)lay^d(^ -'^' ^ / • ; " ' .' .. ., 

Increased thef V^gii^g torments^ iii his ihind ; 
Upon his topgue.th? fault'ring f f^ents play'^ : £ 
At Ia(^:he]i^h^^^^ l?.utj be kin^l.. /-, 

The nymph rej>ly'd^ fond Jff^^ ypur fuit g^i^A 
-^.o'ei^j,, . -^ \\ ,,^ ._■/ - _ . • . ; .r 1,.; r 
Attd'know that prudence all my aftions guj^e : 
Shall I love one I never faw before ? 
No : he {hall be by rules of honor try'd. 

If 
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If in my pcrfon any charm you fee 
That ftrikes youi- fancy, that I Icaft eftccm ; 
Love built on reafon, is the Love for me, 
Tliat built on paffion's but a fplendid dream. 

Colin, by this reviv'd, tranfported cries, 
Your words, fweet ftiepherdefs, my foul delight, 
Know then that Virtue's what alone I prize. 
All elfe but that can only pleafe the fight. 

Honor I love, nor will I ever afk 
But what with honor ybu, my fair, may grant j 
To make you happy fhall be Colin^s tafk. 
Your love in recpmpence is all I want. 

The nymph, overcome withColin's honeft talc, 
Said, to my father go, his favour gain ; 
Next to the church with a propitious gale, 
Colin (hall then o'er Phebe's perfon reign. 

Phebe is now proclaim'd the happy flic. 

O'er all the neighbouring nymphs flie miftrefs 

reigns j 
And Colin too, ah happy lad is he. 
The pride and boaft' of all the neighbourmg 

fwains. 
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On Winter. 

THE Peafants fmile when fnows appear ; 
Glad prefagc of a fruitful year. • 
Their tender wheat a thriving place 
Can find beneath the cold embrace : 
The ftubborn clods more fertile grow, 
When mcUow'd with the flakes of fnow ; 
All day they ply the well trim'd flail, 
At night with wholefome food regale. 
Then merry jefls with modeft mirth, 
Go jocund round the homely hearth ; 
And when the ftars proclaim it nine. 
They feed their dumb deferving kinc. 

Apparent dead all nature lies, ' » 

But with more vigorous power to rife 
The cflfence now at root remains, 
But will, c're long, adorn the plains 
And well reward the farmer's pains. 
Each period does to order range. 
All nature, which fubmlts to change. 
Should Sol with equal ardour burn. 
All things to chaos muft return. 
InftruGlive lefFons to mankind. 
Fit fubjecbs for a thinking mind 
T' enlarge upon with joy fincere, 
To fee it's winter drawing near, 

When 
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When all its mortal cares and ftrife, 
Shall be froze up, and with new life 
Th' immortal foul (hall upWard fly, 
On Seraph's wings to trace the fky 
Apd feaft on joys that never die. 

An Evening Walk. 

SOON as the day's laborio.us work is paft, 
And night approaches with her fable train, 
I, to my fav'ritc grove with* ardour hafte, 
And there a while le^ contemplation reign# 

■ T 

The glorious lamp of light, great nature's foul. 

That chears us with his kind prolific beams ) 

Ending his courfe, and Jhiaft ■ ning to the goal. 

The mountain tops juft catch the parting gleams* 

Now the round moon in clouded ftate appears, 
Pale, but majeftic, in her borrowed light ; 
The tim'rous tfav'ler how forfakes his fears, 
And joyous hails the welcome queen of night. 

Her afpefl: brightens as (he upward foars. 
Pendant (he moves along the mighty line j 
Now rivers, lakes, and tops of lofty towew, 
All filver'd o'er with fokmn luftre fhine 
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A Bacchanalian Sonq. 

BENEATH a fhadc, fupincly laid, 
My head with oils o'erflowingi 
Around me pofies of gay rofes, 

Their fragrant foliage (hewing. 

I fcorn to think, I'll fing and drink, 

The day with joys beguiling ; 
Cupid himfelf, that little^ elf, 

Shall wait upon me, fmiling* 

No kingly ftate, looks half fo great 

As mine — ^when thus attended | ' . 

Befides a God, to walt.niy nod^ 

With wit and, mirth befriended. ." .'. 

No female charms give me alarms, , 

Such folly qauJfes thinking; / . '' , '\ . 

But to my ^nd, my time i^ilfpppd," \* ' J ^ 

In downright tiolieft drinking.' ' . . , 

Thus, without .ftrife, ril.fwim thro' life, ^ . 

No pam nor. en vjr finding J .-,,... 
The day's my oWii,"and, be it known, ^ ' 

To-morroWV not worth nyn(iin^^^ / /' 
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An Antibacchanalian Song. 

LEND and ear, yc late carouzers, 
Lift ye drunkards all to me ; 
Come and hear a brother boozer, 
Sing the danger we (hould fee. 

Racking pains difturb our flumbers, 
And corroding cares moleft ; 

Ills beyond the power of numbers, 
All unite to break our reft. 

Let us fcorn the rites of Bacchus, 

No libations to him pay ; 
His vile ceremonies make us 

Noxious to ourfelves each day. 

When the fparkling glafs engages, 
Reafon from her throne doth fly j 

Pafiion then with fury rages. 
And her empire blazes high. 

She on rocks more dangerous throMrs us, 

Than the fam'd UlyjDTcs paft, 
Like a hurricane flic blows us. 

And wc fly before the blaft. 
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Vice, and her bewitching graces, 
Their feducive arts employ j 

We purfue with bead-ftrong paces, 
And our mental peace deftroy. 

Let us (hun the poif 'nous charmer, 
Her deftruftive pow'r defeat j 

We (hall foon with eafe difarm her, 
If bright Reafon takes her feat. 

Then with pure delight and pleafure. 

Each fucceeding day will roll j 
Bleft Content, the greateft treafure, 
. Tend us till we reach the goal. 



j4gainjl National Reflections. 

TIS wrong, upon my foul, I believ't as 
my creed. 
That Virtue fhould fuffer, and Vice rear it's head, 
Whether dropt on the north or the foilth fide 
of Tweed. 

All foolifli reflections, dear Britons, defpifc, 

And let this encomium afcend to the Ikies, 

* You love only thpfe who are worthy and wife.' 

C 2 The 
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The man who in England or Scotland is borrlj 
If worthy let's prize, and if worthlefs let's fcorn; 
This, this is the way Britain's ifle to adorn. 

And while we're envelop'd in pinions of peace, 
Let faction, and folly, and party all ceale. 
And ftudy the national good to increafe. 

Then fhould our old neighbours, the muck 

humbled Gaul, 
Be foolifli, and once again wrcftle a fall, 
We'll teach them, the weakeft e'er go to the 

wall. 

United in hearts, in bright armour we'll (hine, 
The Goddefs of Wifdom directing each line, 
'Till Vift'ry, great Brunfwick, declare herfelf 
thine* 
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To Mr ROBERT SMITH, Surgeon in 
Hexham, on his Juccefsful inoculating /(^r the 
Sniall-pox. 

HAIL happy Artift ! blcft irith power di- 
vine, 
Machaon^% * genius only equal thine. 
Infpired with grateful fentitncnts I write, 
To. draw thy modeft merit forth to light. 
That dire difeafe which filPd our fouls with fear, 
And made each father tremble for his heir j 
No more fliall torture the paternal breaft, 
Whilft thus thy aid our bofoms foothes to reft. 
No more (hall mother's mourn theb wretched 

ftatev 
No more defpair for their lov'd daughter's fate; 
Thy healing hand frefli beauty {hall reftore, 
And fears defile the fovereign fex no more. 
Accept, dcarSMiTk, this humbleitribute paid ; 
Nor blufh to heir what gratitude hath faid. 
Children no more flaall dread the jaws of fat^,^ 
Whilft thou thus fafely can'ft inosculate. 

* A famous Phyfician in the Grecian army. 
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LE T the mifer love pelf, and the fop his 
dear felf, 
Such trifles my mufe fbc relates not ; 
On Belinda's my fong, all the day and night long, 
For her my fond paffion abates not. 

Laft night at a wake, of the jojrs to partake, 
Proclaimed for the fake of great Brunfwick; 

I fpy'd my dear lafs, with a troop on the grafs, 
Love's deity play'd me a queer trick: 

He let fly a keen dart, which wounded my heart j 
My charmer I aflc'd for a potion; 

Belinda your aid ; — ^then fmiling (he faid. 
Dear Damon, I'm at your devotion. 

Now avauntjfiUy God, who's afraid of thy nod 
Thy bow nor thy arrows can vex me ; 

While Belinda is true, all vexation adieu. 
There's nothing on e^th can perplex me. 



% 
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Another n 

LET mifcrs hover o'er their ftore, 
And love their bags to tell j 
Of earthly blifs I crave no more, 
But charming Ifabel*- 

Not Spartan Helen's beautious face, 

For which the mighty fell ; 
E'er {hone with fuch tranfcendant grace, 

As thine, fwcet Ifabel. 

Were I poffefs'd of kingdom's great. 

As pen or tongue can tell ; 
I'd freely lay them at the feet 

Of lovely Ifabel. 

For her I'd leave the pomp of ftate, 

And take the humble cell, 
Nor envy there the rich and great, 

While bleft with Ifebcl. 
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On a neW'-married Couple, 

HAIL charpHng pair, by Heav'n defigiiM, 
Felidity t<>taftej 
When manly S^&^ie apd Virtue's join'd, . -; 
The happinefs mui]; kit; ; • ; • : . : ; 

Each day h^ttcdfortli; ytr6r";^)5^l:'i»cnBafe, r /■ 
Let each mcrfliconftant proViej.; . 

One only ftrife/ let that nc'ct cfc4<fe> -. : .^ ; . 
Who can excel in/lovii.jj; ... : \ 

The following O i> p,;. addrffffd U, Sir Wa LT^jp f. 
Blacket, Bart, war wtAtt'fy tftf^uint^or^ 
on the very day that the Building of Hexliam 
Bridge iv'ds'ilfidef^akek^ "' ■^•'--' ^ ^ '^^V 

"E faci^6ai«»ddtefc«ild^t ^':i I'lj r VI 
Aid to mykiiAl<aJkn(f^j: : '•*. J .V 
Whilft I rehearfe : 
Bind round my head the bays, 
My humble genius raife, 
And teach me how to praife 
Black E XT, inverfe. 

Hard 



( ^7 ) ?:• 

Hard is the tafk imposM, ?.-" 

Glorious the eiid proposM; 

Hark ! it fuccceds : 
Heaven would furcly frown, [ 

And with contempt look down, ]: . 

Should we forget to own 

His noble deeds. 

Hexham no more fhall weep, 
At Tyiie's redundant fweep, 

And pregnant ftiorc ; 
Blackett the path will pave, 
Which fcorns the threatening wave, 
Where all with joy will have i 

Safe paHage o'er. 

See him with every age, 
Softening the bitter rage, 

Of Poverty : 
As he approaches nigh, 
Ope the ftrong bolts do fly, 
To fet, with heart-felt joy, 

The wrefclied free. 

Titus the great did £ay, 

Gods I have loft a day, 

Fatal miftake j 

D Blackett 
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Blackett more great than !ie, 
Never that day can fee, ' 

But numbers chearfuUy, 
Sing for his fake. 

May Heaven his life prolong, 
To fwell the Poet's fong, 

Till there arilc, 
One that's as good as he, 
Then let him wafted be. 
To fpend eternity, 

Above the fkies. 

The following Lines ^ written on laying the Foun- 
dation-Jione of Hexham Bridge, the Author 
had the Honor to read at the Head of the 
Table y at the fumptuous ' Entertainment given 
*y S/> Walter Blackett, on theOcca-- 
Jion. 

UNSULLIED mirth attend this fcaft, 
Let joy fhine forth in every guefl:, 
And ev'ry face look gay ; 
Let not a cloud deprefs the fcene, 
But all look chearful and fercne, 
'Tis our rejoicing day. 

Come 
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Come, Joy, with all thy fmiling train, 
Here take thy reft, fecurely reign. 

See PhcEbus fhines more bright j 
Here will we this great day adorn, 
Till Cynthea with her Giver horn, 

Illuminates the night, 

A bridge o'er Tyne ! our joy's complete, 
With rapture we its author greet. 

Our brcafts exult and fing ; 
This blifs confummates all our care. 
Now Hexham and Elyfium are. 

But two words for one thing. 



TEACH me, ye pow'rs that guard Parnaflus 
Hill, 
In ftreams Caftalian how to dip my quill ; . 

To praife my Phil tranfcends my reach of 

thought. 
Nor can a mortal praife her as he ought. 
Bold is th' attempt, and daring is the man, 
Who could a group of fuch perfections fcan. 
Her face, the beautious index of her mind, 
Speaks her the faireft of all womankind ; 
Such nice proportion, fo divinely fair, , 
All, all is fymmetry and order theme. 

D 2 Her 
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Her neck and bofom ! ah too lovely maid, 
Happy the irian who's near that bofom laid. 
But what ii bcaiity, fhape, complexion, air ? 
'Tis ftill but earth, though earth's beft moTild 

be there.' 
But, oh, the mind that animates my Phil 
Made me her captive-— and retains me ftill. 
Difcreet and prudent, no loofe airs difplay'd, 
Minerva's felf inftrufts the lovely maid. 
With ev'ry grace, .and cv'ry virtue bleft, 
All, all united in her heavenly breaft. 
No time (hall from my foul her image tear. 
Such Phillis is, and luch the chains I wear. 

On Defamation. 

OF all the evils that attend this life. 
The fource of hatred, pain, ill-will, and 
ftrife, ^ 
Is that bafe talent of a fland'ring tongue, 
Lefs'ning what's good, and magnifying wrong. 
Say mufe from whence all defamation fprings. 
That in it's train fo many evils brings, 
And fpreads frpm beggars up to lordly things. 
By all cletefted) yet by all approv'd, 
Rail'd at by all, yet cherilh'd and belovM.^ 

, Strahge 
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Strange contradldion ! can th' immortal foul 
Let fuch a v4per reign without controul ? 
Can human beings leave the paths of right^ 
And bafely aft the cringing hypocrite ? - ".I 

It reigns, 'tis plain, the g^entlemufe reply'd; 
Would you avoid it, hate low thinking prrde. 
Shun baneful Envy with her tainted breathy . 
And cruel Malice which purfues to death. 
Ne'er let thy purfe contain ill-gotten pelf, 
But love thy neighbour as thou doft thyfelf. 
Then will thy tongue vile (landers ne'er repeat, 
But accents from it drop as honey fweet. 



On Winter. 

ALL hail, hoary Winter, of feafons the fire, 
To thee L with pleafure fubmit ; 
Nor dread thy cold blafts while befide a good fire, 
With my bottle I jovially fit- » 

Tho' flowers, with tlieir fragrance impreg^natc 
namorc, • 

The brecie — ^a& I trip thro' the vale ; 
Their want I'll fupply from India's rich ftiorc, 

And will with my bottle regale. 

The 
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The beautiful tints are all fled from the grove, 
The warblers fly mute round me now j 

Yet on a rich carpet Til folace, by Jove, 
Nor fret, while my bottle's in view. 

Each feafon to me with like beauty appears, 

In each I'll be meiry and gay ; 

Though Nature feems now much advanced in 
years, 

We'll have hex all blooming in May. 

Then, then TU enjoy her with heart and good- 
will, 
' My fancy ftiall have its full fcope ; | 

The bounties fhe brings'us. Til e'en take my fill, 
In £pite of prieft, prelate or pope. 



On the 'New Yeah. 

OH, thou refulgent God of day. 
Go mount thy carr and hafle away, 
To announce the new-born year : 
Confirm as round the world you roll. 
Great Brunfwick's fame from pole to pole. 
His Albion's joy and care. 



As 
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As o'er the flavifli realms you go, 
Let each tyrannic ruler know, 

What bleflings we enjoy : 
Proclaim aloud to every ftate, 
That George, to make his people great, 

Docs all his power employ. 

May that lovM name till time's decay'd, 
By loyal Britons be obeyed. 

And dreaded by the foe ; 
Still may the kings of France and Spain, 
Where flavery and oppreffion reign. 

In George a mafter know, 

The fallowing Lines were wrote on a Rumour of 
a War with France and Spain* 

ir\ESCEND Minerva, take thy wond'rous 

^^ flight, 

Through daz'ling deluges of ftreaming light* 

To vifit Albion cleave the liquid air^ 

And let her monarch be thy choiceft care/ 

Thus beggMthe poet, ftraightthepow'r obeyM, 

And thus prophetic fpokff the martial maid. 

" Ere declarations iflue from the throne. 

To tell the lift'ning world the fword is drawn j 

Ere yet with faithlefs France or haughty Spain, 

The Britifh lion treads the fanguine plain ; 

Ere 
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Ere tow'ring bulwarks fwcU the floating field, 
And France and Spain again be taught to yield J 
Great Bruufwick know, thy Britons ne'er will 

place, 
Repofe nor truft in that difpotic race, 
Whofe flavilh maxims, Ihaxne each rifing morn. 
And make this once lovM land its neighbours' 

fcorn. 
To Pluto's cell fee all fuch wretches hurlM, 
Fit fubjecls for his grim infernal world. 
Then, in their ftcad, let worthy men be chofe, 
Who dare be great, and flavery oppofe j 
Whofe pr5de is heavenly freedom to advance ; 
If fuch thy council be, tbou'lt conquer France. 
Then fhall thy troops, by noble Granby led. 
Pour pealsof thunder round proud Lewis' head. 
Thy fleets viftorious plough the liquid plain. 
And Neptune hail tliee fovereign of the main* . 
Where'er bright Phoebus gives the genial day, 
Where'er he darts his falutary ray, 
Each purpled tyrant fliall with envy fee. 
The bleft effcfts of god-like Liberty. 
Though flaves, like locufl:s, ihpuld in millions 

fwarn>, 
And dare once more thy Britons to alarm j. 
Like tim'rous flieep, the vile vaflalic crew, 
Shall droop or fly before thy free-born few. • 

Each 
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Each page with dedds immortal {h^U be fraught, 
How George commanded, and his Britons 
fought." 

Thus fpoke the daughter of Almighty J^ve, 
Then upward fprung to yon bleft courts abovcV 



T' 



God mend him^ a SoN<i^> : . . ■• 

^HE Muft bids me fing, 
Of Bruhfwick our King* ; 
May Heaven's great Monarch defend tllta 
From- tools, fools, and knaves, 
And bafe cringing flaves, 
And with his beft attributes mend him. 

, To naake our king bleft • ' *' 

Ye Heavens affift, . • - 

And far better minifters fend him $ 
, Theprefejit's acurfc, ^ 

Hell cannot fend worie, ... 
They naught but- deftruftion attend, him. 

With Innocence (lain,- 

f -- 14.. . -^« • A • 

^ /^They've fully 'd his reign, 
JToif mercy ihc guilty commend him : j 

Vc pow'rs of the ikies. 
Pray open his eyes, 
AjiicLjoin in the chorus, God mend him. 

E From 



!t'. 
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From M > d and B — e, 
And N— — n the brute, * 

May Heaven^s beft angels defend him ; 
While ferpents like thefe 
Can db what they pleafe, 

Vm doubtful no peace can attend him. 

Should Portland and Pit, 

And Devonfhire fit 
At the helm of affairs to attend him j 

With Pratt's wholefome laws, 

In Liberty's caufc, 
Each Briton would die to defend him. 



N 



Mcrryfliire^ivood^ /iSoNG. 

O more my Belinda's perfecHons iiivite. 
Nor Phil's fparkling beauties' provoke mc 
to write'; 
No more I go view thefifie fc6nes of the grove, 
Nor ever once fpend a foft moment in lOve. 
Derry down, down, hey derry down« * 

A theme more exalted the mufe bids me finjg. 
Than fuchpleafing trifles as love arid the Iprlngj. 
She iays, if her fav'rite Pd l>e underilaoij,'; ^ 
I muft fing the banditti of Mc'rryftiire-wbdd.. 
Deny down, down, &c. *' ' . . 
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'Tis Turely a fubjeft each poet ihould ling, 
Who's a friend to his country, her laws, and 

her icing ; 
The wretches are grown fo abandoned and pert, 
They rally theu- forces all law to pervert, 

Derry down, &c. 

The firft of the gang whom we'll call Rdbin 

Hood, ' \ 

Is neither diftingufh'd by virtue nor blood, 

But being a desrtrous difpofer of pleas, 

/Grew rich with extorting his large double fees. 

Derry down, &c. ' s '^ 

There's falfe-hearted Sandy, there's Jeffries, 

and Watt,. 
As rank tdry-fellows as ever wore hat ; 
Like true fons of fielial they ftill perfcvere, . . 
To rob us of fomethirig more precious than deer. 

Derry dow;n, &c« 

Nq art is required, no judgment we need. 
To guefs at the body who chofe fuch a head ; 
Vile rapine and thirfting for innocent blood. 
Arc favourite maxims in Merryftiire-wood. 
Derry down, &c. 



E 2 But 
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But hark ^vhatgkd tidings the mufe bids mefay^ 
|n pumbers prophetic, behold the glad day 
Approaches — when ev'ry true Briton ftiall fing^ 
T^q fep the baiKlitti deferyedly fwing. 

Perry down, down, hey derry down^ 

To the Earl 0/ CHATHAM. 
• ' -. ■ • 

CA N Hayes, or ought around thee pkafc. 
Can ?itt Indulge lethargic eafe, 
When Britain cla^ma bi& ikill \ 
\y ill he not his great parts employ. 
Imperious vaflals to deftroy,^. 
Who only live to kill ? 

See Innocence a viaim fails, 

And Britifh blood for juftiqe calls ; 

None pays the leaft regard: 
Vile, wicked counfellors ftem the tide 
Of juftice— and the murderers hide.; 

Yea, grant them a reward. 

What ! (hall a penfion, or a place^ 
Thy former glory quite deface. 

Which almoft reached the Ikies >. 
No,f^ftiake off each ulimanly fear. 
Once more let Britain claim thy care^ 
1^ Rife, juft to favp hicr, rife. 



TO. thee, dear Wilkes, ifiniftic dreft, 
But koneft meaning ne'ertfaelefs, 
|Vfy love I p};iinly thus exprefs* 

Harlf^ hark 1 I hear the mufe divia^^ 
Thou fbalt in Britain's ftnate (bine^ 
Apd lime immortal fhall be thio^^ 

Remember only Tqily's fate. 
Although hcfky'd a Caking ftatc, 
tie felt the ra^e of C]odiu§p' hate. 

Albion haS) alas, too true. 

Her Cat'line, and her Clodfus too, 

Who muft defeat them ! — ^who but you ? 

Freedom fhall yet carol thy name, 
And wretched flav'py, Ing with fhame, 
SUpk bdckto Fradce, from, whence fJm.cfixaCf 
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0« Liberty. 

OH, Liberty ! thou dear delightful theme. 
Awake thy Britons from their golden dream ; 
Shew them the marks of Stuart,^s galling chain^ 

Which held thee fail in that defpotic reign, 
'Till god- like William came to thy releafe, 

Banifh'd the t)rrant, and gave England pea(je« 

Sons thou haft many, who dare flill be brave, 

And fpurn the arts of ev'ry venal flave. 

Their fteady fouls the baits of courts dare Icdr^, 

And tell the lift'nilig world they're Britons bom, * 

Shouldft thou-^(but heaven avert the dreadful 

ftroke) ^ . . . 

Once more fubmit thy neck beneath the yoke 

Of vile oppreffion— nations foon would fqe. 

Millions in arms to fet their darling free. 

0/f Virtue. 

HE who by rules of moral virtue moves, 
His God, his neighbour, king and coun- 
try loves } 
Honour his guide, his confcience always clear, 
Aild to diftrefs ftill bends a lenient ear. 
Though rocks fhould rend, and thunders round 

him roll, 
And forked lightning blaze from, pole to pole, 
Unmov'd, he fees confiifting meteors fly, 
And looks undaunted on the raging iky» 
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l^^I 71TH unabated ardour Til purfuc, 

^ ^ And ftill undaunted lafli tfic- venal crciv', \ 
Who dare Britannia's facred laws pervert, ^ 
And, her t'enflave, their curfed p^w'r exert* ; 
At this grand crifis, when each county brings 
It's juft complaint before the beft of kin^s, . ^ 
See, fee Northumbria's fons fupinely lie. 
While Britain's wrongs afcend the ftarry Iky. 
Aw'd by the guilty great, unmov'd they fee 
The ichor iBow from dying Liberty. 
No call to lave her can the flaves infpirc, 
Korptay'rs, nor tears, their callous bofoms fire. 



TO yoa, ye fair, my lnhdurs I devote, 
jFor ypu the mufe infpu-e's th' inftru^Uye/ 
':' thought; 
What theme fo worthy of the mule's c^e^ ; 
i^ god-Uke^Freedom, and the heavenly f«ir* : : 
By fiacy led, with this' returning Ipring, 
For you and freedom Til alternate fing. 

For you then firft I bail the tuneful ninCt - . - 
To. guard your fanie's the Cibjcfl: of each line. . 
^iVhen dufts {alubrious paint the verdant plain, , 
And flow'ry tints. the velvet verdure ftain : 

r.. When 
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When featherM fongftcrs warble through the 

grove, 
And make the fcfcne si fweet retreat for love ;' 
Beware ye Mt ones^ Ihun the tempting Asftre ; 
For hoilour often meets dcftrtftion theit. 
With Virtue kfih^d, the guafdlan of your tek^ 
No fears torment, no anxious cares perplex ; 
But all is harmony ferene and clear, 
Not one defponding thought can enter there. 
Should fops addrefs,»andcoxcon]^ flutter round. 
And ftunyoar cars with nonfei^ie.tnoltprofowidt 
I>efpire the wretches, and wh^te'er they fay^ 
Their flattering poifon's only to betray. 
None but the credulous and imprudent fair, 
Are charmM withflafli, and froth, and d^bonafrf 
Whenever (ufeh your favour would ebtam'^ 
Treat them with fcorn, contempt, and juirt dif- 

dain> • ■■•'./.■'/•■■ ^ ^ ■ r-i ■/ 
But when a tirtuotis ybutJi, ^th hdker A^tf ^f / . 
By learning polilh'dy and by liv^ont ^Ught^ '- 
With huihble mi*n fdlicits y^ >ye^ Fai^, * '^^ ^ 
To vernal fcenes, tq tafte the fragrant air, , 
Ne'er let his model! merit plead in vain, ' ' \ 
Witlx him youMl lafely tread the verdant pldint . 
Through all the latent mazes that appear, \ [ 
His manly coriverFe foothes each rlfing fear. * 

No 
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No ruftling breeze can give the leaft alarm, 
While fafe you reft on his protefting arm. 
With fuch, ye Fair, go vifit JalTemond grovC, 
Be fuch alone the objeit of your love. 



On the Day of Mr Wl t k E s ' Releafemeni. 

BRITONS ftrike up the fau-eft lay, 
Ye Friends to Freedom hail the day ; 
Let mirth and jollity abound, 
And let the fparkling glafs go round. 

Come let us all our voices lend, 
Till they the heavenly arch afcend. 
The ftars ftiall with our raptures ring. 
While we for Pf^tlkes and Freedom fing. 

See, fee Britannia from the (kics, 
To join the chorus fwiftly flies ; 
Troops of bright angels tend the Fair, 
And notes celeftial pierce the air. 

Let rockets fly, and barrels blaze, 
And Jet rich wines our fplrits raife j 
Each loyal Briton jovial be. 
This morning fets our Patriot freet 
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To a young Gentlemzn^ who fell in Love at fir ft, 
fight with a young L^idy J with a pretty face, 
without any other qttradiion. 

CEASE, ccafe, dear Veritas, no more 
complain. 
Thou feem'ft ,to be a very an^^rous fwain : 
So fond of love, that Cupid can furprifc 
Thy tender loul, and catch thee by the eyes. 
But fuch a paffion cannot pitty claim. 
So very low it merits not a name* 
Would'ft thou in love our generous pitty find, 
Fix thy afFeftions on fome fair one's mind ; 
On her internal worth, and native grajce, 
Not on the tranfient trifles o£ her face. ^ 
Let not her fhape, complexipn, micp, or air, 
Or ought that's perfonal, attraft thy care. 
But if her tender breaft. wijb virtue glow. 
And from her lips you hear di^cr,Ction flow ; 
There fix thy hc^rX^ \ nor think . thou'lt e'er 

repine. 
If thou can 'ft call the heavenly blefling thine. 
She'll charm thy foul, and foothe internal pain, 
And teach thee to defpife thy prefent chain. 



M 
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Y very dear and lovM companion: fay, 
Wilt thou foiTgive thy JFriend's corrccr 
tive lay ? 
I know thou wilt : tho* dull the ftraia appear J 
The notes are honcft, faithful and fiiecrc, 
Pure from the brain (as Cowley fays) theyflow, 
Nor dread to find an . unrelenting foe'. - 

He who commends we wifely fliould fufpeft, ' ' 
But love the man who friendly 'dare OTrreft. ^ 
For int'reft oft a traytbr will coikimchd, • 
But to rebuke's the.tpulchftoiic ofa friefad, ' * 
Hark, then, the Mufe to theie a prci^nt briii*|s,^- 
^If well reccivM) of, no ignoble ^thSAgs, ^ ^ -^' 
She deigns to treat falfe happincfs witji fcorn. 
And would true Wifdpm^'s fl6w?ig^ipaite'adoi<ft^ 
She gladly w6uId£tmg.baiJcthe^iaehr^ ^- 
And with that charming peria3 ttawi^ l{^r^ifg^ 
Hard taflc indeed^ and wants HercalihA! forit]-^* 
To draw corrupt€4 Aiture frofti her'^ourle. ^^' 
But if the tafk bCihard,: th' attempt is brave/''' 
She would her much lovM. friend from 'folly 
lave^ • ;j'i, .>::.: .:. • . / •; • • •-"' 

What} is the world, and all its gaudy toys, 
It's fleeting tranfports, and it's tranfient joys, 
F 2 But 
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But bubbles which on circling eddies play^ 
Skim o'er the furface, and diffolve away. 
Let you and I, my Friend, fuch joys forfakcj 
And more fubftantial blifs our fancies take* 
Now paft the fummit of life's jocund hill, 
With thoughts refin'd let us our bofoms fill. 
Move down the deep defcent with awful pace^ 
Nor dread the goal, nor grudge the ftiorten'd 

race. 
With dead companions fpend each vacant hour^ 
For they alone true happinels procure. 
Let giddy youth ptu-fue the blooming lafs, 
And riot Iwell th' inebriating glafs ; 
Vain phantoms all, which fhortly muft decay, 
Pelufive vapours, beings of a day. 
Who would admire^ (fave lome poor wretched 

. tool) 
i^uch glittering whimfies, and commence a fool i 
I^'Ct us, my Friend, in one finall bark fet< fail, 
^d with bright fcience every fenfe regale. 
Search all the records of unerring time, 
Admire the great, the noble, and fublime^ 
Wluch through each i)age in ample periods 

(hine, ^ 

rU thy inftrudor be, and thouMt be mine* 

There 
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1 here fliall we all the fecial duties find, 
Feel latent virtues burft upon the mind, 
And live to vice, and her.affociates, blind. 
Virtue in rags (hall have our timely aid. 
And guilt weUl hate, the' clad in rich brocade* 
Lewd fons of riot treat with juft difdain, 
Aud their nocturnal revellings refrain. 
This courfe, my Friend, will ev'ry fenfe invite. 
Aud pure refleftion turn; it to delight. 
Thus fliall our little veflels calmly fteer. 
The voyage of life, unhurt, ferehe and clear* ' 
With Virtue fraught, our fouls fliall foar on 

high, 
And dreadlefs liear the ragingtumults fly. 
My Scipio thou,— thy faithful Lelius I. 



^0 Lord *^**, on hearing of his intended 
Journey to the. Continent. 

DETESTED flive, whence all our evils 
flow, . " * ; 

To Britain and her King a deadly foe. 
What hated demon did our councils move. 
When thou becam'il the objeft of their love ? 
Before tliat fatal petiod Europe Taw, 
Viftoripus Britoni keep the world in awe. 

Proud 
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l^roud Lewis^ tonqucrM-^-all his heroes -{lain, 
And Britilh valoUr humble haughty Spain. 
Had theh o«r cannons been allowed to roar, 
And fprcad their terrors round the golden ftiofe, 
TiUiPitt had bid the dread iteflxuftion cedfe, • 
And his great genius plannM the future peace; 
Then had Britannia fillM the courts of Fame, 
And her bra^Tons a<jquirM a deathlefs name. 
But thou, vile ingrate ! (by a woman chofe) 
With fuble^ayt, did every fcheme oppofe 
Which would haVe crownM the great the glo- 
rious year, 
By flopping Britons in their brave cai'cer. 
But know, bafc being, while on earth you crawl, 
Britannia's fons will ftill for vengeance call. 
Fly, Daftard fly ! let fpeed thy flight fecure, 
And with thy hated kin fome eafe procure* 



On the Return of S^Ki^G. 

RUDE Boreas now his fruezidg povirer 
.refigris^ ; . 

And Phebus. with ealiv'ning influence (hineg, 
Rtfrcfliing (h()we^s revive iach fruitful hillv 
Whil'ft Nature's tubes the fertile vailies fill. 
The hoaeft tilftic fliall no lohgcr moiifn,^ • 
Aad frantic cry " return, fair Spring, return.^ 

Behold I 
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Behold ! ftie comes, in lovely robes arrayM, 
With fragrant tints her borders arc difplay'd* 
In oriept pearl aurora paints the pluin, 
Mild zephyrs fah, and Nature wakes again^. 
No more the crooked ploughs inaiftivc ftand,* 
Sp£ lowing oxen wait their lord's command. 
Beneath the bended yoke, their necks they 

yield j 
And patiept plow the well intended field, 
From whence, in pleafing profpeft he furveys 
The plenteous crop, which all his labour pays^ 
The flow'ry meads, fee how they laugh and fingj 
Where'er I move I meet the lovely fpring. 
The verdant grafs, that couches on the trod- 
With dumb intelligence proclaims a God- 
Then why fliould we, frail mortals, e'er dc-^ 

{pair ? 
His word is Truth, the Seafons mi^ appear. 
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As the Author was brought up with exalted ideas 
efHritiih Liberty, he hopes his Readers will 
excufe bis warmth in fever al places^ wherever • 
flic is his fubjed^ as he wrote in a reign that 
laboured to txterpate the very Name of 
Liberty. 

AS late I fat by Tyne's fair limpid ftream, 
With mournful numbers warbling ^Free- 
dom's wrong, 
The briny tears, excited by the theme, 
In copious currents prompt the facred fong. 

When lo ! Jove's daughter^-^bright celeftial 

maid, 
Propitious comes to hear the mufc relate 
Fair Freedom's fall, and promifes her aid ; 
And thus declares the facred will of fate. 

*' While Stuart's friends furround the Britifli 

throne, 
Thofe foes to Freedom and the Brunfwick line ; 
Beneath the yoke fweet Liberty muft groan. 
Nor one bright beam of comfort on her fhine. 

But come it will, the day by fate decreed, 
When Jove in mercy to his Britain (hall 
Bare his red arm, which makes the guilty bleed, 
And loyal Britons triumph in their falli 

Then 
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Then (hall my dear Britannia's foxTow« ceafc, 
Pallas {hall loofe her from the galling chain • 
She, flic ftiall ratify the lafting peace, 
An4 Fr££Dom {hall uninterrupted reign/' 

The Goddefs ceas'd — in {ilence I rejoice, 
The wifhM for day revolving in my brea{l: ; 
My grateful joy was burfling into voice, 
When upward from me fjprung the heavenly 
gue{l. 



Music. A Sokg. 

THE powers of fweet Mu{ic no pencil can 
paint, 
They calm the rude £ivage, enliven the faint. 
Make brighter our pleaTures, more joyous our 

With raptures we feel, yet thefc raptures ne'er 
cloy. 

Ye fons of bright Science, who labour each day, 
The wonders of Nature to fcan and defplay ; 
Yoiu: fouls to enlarge, and o'er Art to prevail, 
Should often with Mufic your fenfes regale. 

G * Is 
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Is Colin's fond heart for his Celia oppreft, 
And fti€ ftill refufes to make the fwain bleft ; 
Let him to a Concert invite the fweet fair, 
She'll hear his complaint, and joiii hands with 
him there. 

To a Friend, on his reccrvery from a dan-- 
gerous illncfs. 

HAST thou efcapM the fiery dart of death, 
And doft again enjoy the vital breath ? 
For the great bleffing thank Almighty God, 
Who calm'd t^e raging fever with his nod. 
Who bade the heaving pulfe due motion keep^ 
And kindly luUM thy racking pains afleep. ' 
Who o'er thy temples fpread refrefhing reft, 
And with the balmy bleffing made thee bleft. 
'Twas he, who robbM the Tyrant of his fting. 
And granted thee more time his praife to fing ; 
In grateful raptures for the gracious boon, 
Or had thy morning profpefts fet at rioon. 
When on the. gloomy couch you panting lay, 
Each moment ftem'd to waft your foul away j 
His gracious mdrcy did avert the blow, 
That you might his great power and goodnefs 

(hew. 
Methinks I hear thee in that trying hour. 
With feeble voice imploring heavenly power. 

Thine 
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Thine eyes uplifted to the only place, 

From whence we wretched mortals can find 

grace. 
And thus beneath Afftiaion's biting rod, 
Thou didfl: addrefs thy Saviour and thy God. 

Father of mercies, hear thy fuppliant's prayer, 
And with my fufF'rings give nie ftrength to bear. 
That I thy name m future may extol, 
And fing thy praifes with a grateful foul. 
My time henceforth fhall all devoted be ", 

To ads of goodnefs, piety, and thieei. : : , : 
But if by Fate's decree my gkfe ,bc run, . 
Not mine, great Father, by thyrwiUbe done.'. 

Such the refojves thy foul cjid mak^ of late,. 
When life was hovering on the^ brink. of fate., - 
Let not, ray friend, fuch good refolye^ be brokp, 
But tl^ipk and, tremble at the mighty ftroke, . / 
Which then didJiang fufpended:o/c;r,!thy head,' 
And would have laid thee with the mouldering 

. dead. 
Had not th' ALnighty Arm it's po^ver display 'd, 
And in the midft of danger lentythee aid. 



G 2 
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On Solitude. 

WHEN Sors retii'd, and Nature feems 
to paufe, 
And gloomy Night her fable curtain draws, ^ 
I) to the fiieht grove my fteps employ, 
And there delightful Solitude enjoy. 
Freed from the cares of bufinefs and the crowds 
I penfive walk beneath the vernal fhroxid. 
Nor Ipe&es, nor the ruft'ling foliage fear, 
But fay to Contemplation, welconie here*. 
What charms^ inviting Solitude, are thine ? 
For thee I can all glittering toys refign , 
At thy approach they vanifh, and with thee, , 
Itafte the joys of true felicity. 
With th^e [ ramble through the charming grove, 
And thoughts fublime my better paffions niove* 
While mifers read the pages of their pelf, 
Htfere I can read' a nobler page — myfelf. 
Call to account the aftions of the day, ■ -^ 
And alk where paffions led the man aftra)^ ; 
Regret the errors which thofe paffions brought, 
And thank my God for ev'ry noble thought. * 
This in a croud no mortal can purfue, 
For there each moment ftrikes up fomething 
new J 

Which 
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Which oft diverts us from our main defign, 
And we as oft tQ formal chat refign, 
Our better knowledge, leaving that undone . 
Which we fliould finilh each rcvolvihg fun. 

Shall lordly man his faculties dcftroy, 
In the loof^ flream of faUe deluding joy. 
Where vile dcftruition^ fure attcndaijt, waits 
With horrid jaws the minifter of Fates ! . \ 
No— let him pierce into the lilent^ove, 
Where bending trees with foliage have wove^ 
The Ihug retreat, remote from empty noife, 
Df giddy riot, and tumultuous joys. 
There he with pure delights may charm his 

brcaft, 
ilnd with the gay obfcurity be bleft. 
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To the Free Burgesses qf Newcajlle. . 

TRUE Friends of Freedom, pray accept 
the lays, 
Your noble deeds, deferve immortal praile, 
To you is given to let Britannia fee, 
Her fons are ffill, and always will be free. 
Freedom's a Briton's birth-right, who dare fay, 
They'll take that facred priviledge away ? 
Let foes to Freedom ever be adbr'd, 
A tyrant monarch, or a tyrant lord. 
Are equal objefts of our Juft difdain, ^ 

Nor fliould tliis rule, or that attempt to feign. 
Should light'riings flafli, and rat'lling thunder 

roll, 
And wild confuflon fpread from pole to pole j 
Should all th(5 firft-rate planets rage, and flee 
From off their orbits, and excenlric be, 
Yet ftill the brave man foothes himfelf with this^ 
His mind is fixed on fuperior blifs. 
To heav'n's great Lord he humbly lifts his eye. 
Nor dreads the rude contagion of the flcy. 
Ev'n fo in life, when adverfe fortune waits, 
And minifterial power affaults his gates ; 
He braves the danger with a manly fmile, 
Fearlefs of fortune while he knows no guile. 

Not 
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Not fothe^ wretch who labours every day, 

By fecrct arts a nation to betray j 

Who fills his coffers with unjuft mcreare, 

And for the fake of riches kills his peace. 

He, with remorfe, lies fleeplcfs in his bed, 

The lead commotion fills his foul Vith dread. 

Confcience, that faithful mbniter within, 

Adds daily torment to his daily fin. 

He rolls his eyes, erefted ftands his hair, 

He raves, he ftartg, he fpeaks, he looks deQ3air, 

i!Mo confolation from his bags can flow. 

Their bafe contents add horror to his woe. 



A Song. 

YE Senators grave, whofe annual meetings, 
Sould bring to Britannia contentment and 

* joy ; 

No more be it ftid, to flight her kind greetings. 
For int'reft: that you all your voices employ ; 
Let old Britifti Honour again wave her banner ; 
Let impudent L — tt — 1 be baniflied his feat ; 
This maxim announce high, Fox popitli Deiy 
Are words of like import whenever* you meet. 



No 
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No more tal^ of dogs^ hairs, partridge nor 

pheafants^ 
Such fubje^i believe vMty ve childifh and low, 
Confider the ftate of mechanics and peafants, 
Their Wretched condition you furely fhould 

know. 
While you live in riot, their delp'rate diet 
Will fcarcely the foul and the body unite, 
Yet deaf to their mourning, you treat them 

with fcorning, 
And wantonly in their hard ftt? take delight. 

To keep up the farce, you poft to the meeting, 
To hear what dire£lions the premier will give, 
True flaves at his levee, with pitiful greeting. 
You iblemnly fwear by his mandates you'll live; 
He brings you the treafure, you grafp it with 

pleafure, 
Regardlefs of Juftice, Religion, or Laws j 
The gold is fo charmmg, there's nothing alarm- 
ing, 
For it you are ready to back every caufe. 
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A Song. 

BRITANNIA^'s Sons, your laws defend, 
No car to flavilh tenets lend j 
Let all defpotic rulers fee 
Your love for charming Liberty. 

The trying crifis comes apace, 
To fix your freedom or difgrace j 
Then let your future members be, 
Choice Friends to charming Liberty 

Let neither garters, ftars, nor firings, 
Thofe guilded, trifling baits of kings j 
Make you. forget that you fhould be 
The Guardians of fweet Liberty. 

Should courts oppofe, and mandate^ &i^d, ; ^ 
Their vepal tools to recommend j . . - 
Let fuch with frowns detefted be, 
As Foes to charming Liberty. ... 

Ye Fair, whom Nature ftamps divine. 
Who do with radiant beauties Ihine j 
Ne'er let your fwains vile captives be, 
Infpirc them with Tweet Liberty. 



H 
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TAff Banks 6'f the Tyne. 

VpOL'LO youraHrrequ^^^^ 
-*^ Dirfeft 'arid emfceiliiOi each Inie ; 
With mfluencc warm my tircaft, 

To fing the fwect Banks of the Tyne* 

If Phoebus propbfts the ihemc, 
Both reafoi^ arid duty coiriiiinc, 

To pay my refpefts to the ftreaih. 
And honour the Banks oJfiifie'TyTie, 

Here oft With great pleafure I ftray, 
Nor ever fipd caufe to repine, ; 

While Nature's rich beauties dilplay 
Themfelvcs" on the Banks of the TynCt 

Here Litferty's pleas *d to rcfort, 
Her bannfers with luftre htre Ihine j 

No place, firice mc'tcft^the'vili court, 
Can pleafe liKc the Banks' of* the l^yne. 

Her fons. vc with Liberty firM, 

Their Freedom they'll never rcfign j; ^ 

But whiat their .forefathers acquired, 
Defend on £be Banks of the Tyne. 



The 
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* 

The man let me freely explain, 
Who would as a fenator fhine, 

'Tis The RON, who holds /his domain 
Enclosed by the Banks of the Tync, 



On a Rural Lif e. 

/^ O ME vertial virgin of the bloominj^ 
^^ fpring, 

Lend me thy aid, and teach me how to fing. 
Affift me all ye ever tuneful nine, 
And let my verfe with ruftic beauties fhine. 
Renew your favours, help me to relate 
The peaceful manfions of a calm retreat ; 
In rural pleafures, ah ! what great delight, 
When woods, and meads, and purling rills in- 
vite, 
To tafte the fweetnefs of the morning^ breeze. 
When gentle zephyrs fan the wiaving trees. 
Clofe by the river^s verdant edge to ftray. 
And hail with joy the orient god of day, 
When bis bright beams firfl on its furface play. 

How bleft the man who leads a rural life. 
Remote from buftling crowds and giddy ftrife j 
PolFeffing downy peace, and Tweet content j 
Whole grateful foul no anxious cares torment : 
H 2 He 
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tie round hi^ hiimble cot, fees beauties fpring^ 
And, ravifh'd, hears the featherM fongfters firigj 
Then ftarts^ obedient to their charming lays, 
And joins with them to offer daily praife. 
In cooling grots, green meads, iiid fmiling 

bowers, 
His foul enjoys the gay revolving hours ; 
And like thoffe mortals of the golden age, 
A ftranger lives to pride and pompous rage^ 

-dh let me ever liye in this bleft ftate, 
Lov'(i by the poor, refpefted by the grea^ 
Thus let me all my future time employ, 
In harmlefs pleafures, and in yirtupus joy. 



LET fruitful genius wide extend the wing^ 
And youthful bards be praifed when they 
fmg J 
iPoetic flights from heav'n alone defccnd. 
No art can give them, nor no learning lendj 
Sublimely great, and eafy ftili they flow. 
Spontaneous numbers big with fancy glow* 
Behold Maria, whoie. immortal lays 
Diftingui{h*d fhine, and juftly claim the bay§, 
In her we fee whom all the mufes blefs 
\yith boundleife fancy in the nobleft drefs. 

Her 
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JHer £d EN fed with rich caftalian^rings, 
Glides fmoothly on, and liilens while fhe fingS. 
Go on, dear nymph j but ah ! let Freedom wann 
Thy tunefxil ioul to fing th6 loud alarm, 
Before Lothario, and his friend the Thane 
Spread rank corruption over Cumbria^% plain* 
Be facred Liberty (delightful maid) 
Henceforth thy theme, and let her claim thy aid, 
By thee infpired Cumbrians fons will ftand 
(As late they did) a clofe connefted band ; 
Uninfluenced by bribes, unawM by power, 
And bravely conquer in the trying hour. 
When Britain^s Senate muft be clcansM of weeds, 
And flaves muft fufFer for their flavifti deeds, 
Bid them beware the falfe ddluding finile. 
They (hould rejeft, and ftiun the guilded toil 
Laid for tlieir ruin, by the guilty great. 
Who forge the chains, and flav'ry meditate, . 

Oh to be bleft with thy fuperior fkill. 
With thee to raage, along ParnafTus hill, 
rd roufe Northumbria*^ Tons in Freedom's caufe, 
To guard Biitannia, and defend her laws. 

Be wife, my friends, the trying period fee, 
Which muft enflave, or ever fet you free. 
Behold the facred flames from London rife, 
iSeize them with joy, and bear them to the j&ics^ 
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*' 'T^HO' jOQund May returns again, 

JL In vain the warblers fing ; 
And fhephcrds tune their pipes in vain, 

To hail the. flow'ry fpring: 
Not fofteft fongs of rural eafe, 

Can, charm the lift'ning ear, 
Nor Spring with all her beauties pleafe, 

Unlefs my Delia's here. 

With Delia's prefcnce bl eft each day, 

No clouds did winter bring ; 
Tho' ftormy tempeft marked tiis way, 

And ftiudder'd on the wing, 
But now the breeze whofe vernal ftrains, 

With joy my breaft fliould fill, 
In whifper through the grove complains. 

That Delia's abfent. ftUl. 

Long abfent from thy Strephon's arms, 

(Long in the Lover's date) 
Come, Delia, come, with all thy charms. 

And blcTs thy happy niate : 
The mutual wifli that dreads no guile. 

Unknown to hate or fear ; 
Shall make our future nainutes fmilc 

With fummer all the year/* 
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GEASE, Walpolc/ celifc, tliy jiiH!kl^|fen 
lay by, 
True Friends to Freedom can yout^^Vt^ndkfy : 
Think'ft thou to gain tlie favour of ttle^kt? 
They love ftietreafon, but the trayt6Fl6it6 :' 
"Thofe petty tyrants, whom you 'would ioih- 

mend,. _, 

May, it is true, their fliamefulciure 'defend: 
Perhaps fucceed (then would'ft thou laugh and 

But, will that change the riatiiire'of the^thlhg? 
No : fure whatever is wrong muft ftill be fo, 
Tho' Saints or Magiftrates fhould ftrike the blow. 



WHEN Gf.Yr4N with fpirit pleads Britan^ 
nia^s laws. 
What bofom beats not for the glorious caufc ? 
On eagle's wings his pralfe inlmprtal lb4«|* 
Which Fame's loud trumpet loijads to diilant 

Ihores.; 
Elate withjpyy aliens the paj5:iot paint, ; \ 
All but the fordid pencil of a Saiitt ; 
He drops his envious curtain o'er the man, 
And'thence difplays his mercenary plan. 

He 
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He reafons thus — " Be this my cbnftant fditg, 
To plcafe my mafters, be it right or wrotig: 
If they fhould bid me argue white is black, 
rUfurelydo't, although my cdnfcience crack ; 
Self is the grand machine, and iftill ftiali be 
A God — a confcicnpe — every thin^ to me. 
If ,1 my mafters* orders ftiould deny, 
They'd rob me of my darling Hue and Cry, 
And all the partial favours I enjoy." 

Such is the language of each cringing flavej 
Who bafely want the brav'ry to be l?rave. 



On the death of Mr Cunningham, the ceU-- 
, brated pajloral Poet. 

DAMON. ' 

WHY. weeps my Phtzhe^ why that flood^of 
grief? , . ' ; '^ J 

Can Damon to his fair give ho relief? ' 

Wipe off that pearly drop, the caufe reveal. 
And let your Efampn all your forrows fed. "^ 



PHOEBE 
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PHQEBE. 
^las 1 dear Damon, all our joys arc fled^ 
AU coxnfort'^s gone, poor Corydon is dead ; 
The prince of fhephcrds, n^rho ft> fwcctly fung. 
That with hi| vcrfc the hills afad vallies rung, 
Is now no mdrej-^relentlcfs Death has (kin 
The braveft lad that ever gtacM the plain. 

DAMON. 
Sad news indeed ! the blytheft of the throng, 
Whbfe foul was fweeUy tun'd for paft'ral fong : 
Oujp very Fl<KkB would ceafe to gra2!e the plain, 
And lift attentive to hia. charming ftfain : 
** Hang down your heads, ye hills, weep out, 

yefprings, 
^' Op ypur iwect banks no more the fhepl>erd 

fmgs/^ 

Whene'er I heard him fing his (\v,cdi. Content^ 
As we reclined on tlie mofly bent } 
Tlie longeft day I wifti^d It twice as long^ 
To hear the tijneful warbling of* his. jtbng : 
But now, alas ! whjsfe fhal| I cafe ipy griff, 
E'en 'Damon's foothingS cannot tring relief. 

\ DAMON. 
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DAMON: 
Dear Phcbbc, y^u-and 1 inuft furely mmir» ^ 
Ourmutud lo&, — but finceihci:e's no rcUinii^ 
Why fbould. wr job hisi vifttious fotil -of rcfty 
He's now caJl'd? up; to fiiig Mftong the:bteft : 
His, mufe while here, the patlis of nature 'trodj 
Now warbles round the paths of patnr^fs Godt 

PHOEBE. 

YouVe €as*d my mind, and fincc his fo«Ps, '^t 
^ reft, : •. : , .: . ^ . ^ • 

No moi^ Pllwcep, but make it my re^ftS^,*- •' 
That I agaia may bear. his charmit^layy -'"*' 
In yojider fields where dwcils 'eternal 4j2y?^ * 
Come then, dear Damon, let us lJl6ftlfeVaf d go^ 
Hope future blifs, and bamfli preftnt troc,' ^ 



COME, facrcd Freedom,, jvarni my breaft i. 
Dwell there an everlajting gueft, , , ' , ■ 
T'inftrua the huipble. miind ^ ' . ! 

Teach me to fing Brit^nniajs wrong^, . , • 
And to embellifh ev'ry long, 

With Tentimcnt rcfin^d^ • ./. 

The 
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I'he gloriouar tUeme my fiincy fires 5 
My foul enflamM wkh bal'd defircst^ 

Would gladly fogr on high ; . 
To mix with yon i^invort^l throng, 
And gather flowers to jrace may fong. 

From their cele(n|kflcy. 

What^s all the dazzling pomp of ftate^ 
Thp ip^l^nded trifles of the great, ^ 

On which ftieir thoughts arc bent j 
To virtuous Liberty refinM, 
Which fwells and animates the mind, 

r'V(?ilb joy a«d r^rect contents 

Tniofe who the heavenly priie forego, 
For all that t3nrant$ can beftow, 

Or tit'led flavcs can give j 
Tlicy chufe of every ill the worfl: ; 
Will, by pofl:crity be curft, 

And hated while they live. 

Thofe bleeding ftreams mufl: ftill perplex, 
Which flowM from injur'd Middlefex ; 

Britannia feels the pain ; 
And bids her fons throughout the iflc, 
Unite in that moft glorious toil. 

To purge the guHty ftain. 

I 2 Hail 
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(kail then, ye fav'rite fons of Jov#^ 
InfpirM with liberty and love, 

Annouilce the caufo divine j 
Let this be eveiy^Britoo's boaft, 
That Freedom Ihall in this Weft coaft^ 

Uninterrupted reign. 



A tetter jfrpih Henry I'ieldin^ to ^r ^<A>C}t 

Vl^dpolc/ ' 

* « 

"IriTHlLfi at the Ixelm of ftal;p you rid«, 

^ ^ Our nation's envy, and our nation's pride^ 
While fof eijgn court? with wonder gaxe^ 
And juftly all y9ur couni:ils praife^ 
Which in contempt of fa^ious forcd. 
Steer, though opposed, a fteady coui-fc, 
Would you not wonder, Sir, to view, 
Your bard a greater i^an than you i 
And yet the fequel proves it trjxp^ 

Vpu knol^y that Qertain ancient fell^w^^ 
j^hilofophers and others tjejl us j 
That no ^Uance e'er between, 
Grcatnefs and l^appinefs is fcen f 
if fo may heaven ftill deny 
^0 you to be as great as I. 

jfefide* 
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fiefideS;, we*re taught, it docs behoVc us^ 
^o think thofe better who're above us ; 
Another inftance of my glorjr, 
Who live above you: twice two ftory t 
And from my garret can look down. 
As frori^ an hill, on half the town. 

Oreatnels by poets ftill is painted^ 
With ^lany followers acquaihted ; 
This to6, docs in my favour fpeak ; 
Your Icvce is but twice a week, 
From mine I can exclude but one day, 
lyiy door is quiet on a Sunday. 

The diftance too at which they bow^ 
poes my fupcrior greatneis (hew : 
JPamiliar you to admiration, 
May be approached by all the nation j 
While I, like great Mogul in Indo, 
Am never £een but ^t a, window. 

The family that diiies the lateft, 
Is in our ftrect efteem'd the greatefl: ; 
•But greater him we furely call, 
Who hirdly dei^s to dine at all. 



If 
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1^ with nay grcatniefs you^re offended, 
The fault is eafily amended > 
You have it, Sir, within your power, 
To take your humble feryant lower • 



A. B* 



^he Anfwer. 

OBJECTION, Sir, and you fhall know^ it, 
Tve to the ftatcfman and the poet \ 
For, had the bard been richly blcft, 
With native Freedom in his breaft^ 
iHe never would for curfcd pelf, 
Attempted to have ibid him^lf, 
As is the cafe--^you plainly fee^ 
To Plutus here he bends the knee, 

Suppofe his finances were low, 
(With many worthy men they're fo) 
Was he for this to quit his ftation. 
And join with Bob to curie the nation. 

Where lodges peace \ Where dwells content \ 
Where lives our joy's fupreme cement ? 
Are they in princely rooms of ftate, 
Or frailing at the farmer's gate ? 

Vain 
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Vain queftlons all ! where dwell tkby not I :*.i.!\^ 
The fplendid throne, or humble cot, »• ; - 
Alike are objeds of their caw?;J^= ? vti ; .. vi / i 
Where virtue dwells Wc^U&lflLtlahmlthcl'C-, ':f 

Had Fielding known thofe honeft fages, 
And read their phrtofopftiic pa^s', ^ 
Which he with fatyr iatrcyju^es, .. ; / ; 
And with a fneer the truth abufes^ ; 
He would hay)e,itlf»nd 111?%. h weft: fellows J / 
A vpry different ftory tell u;^r j . - 
By them this-njii^^tti^s fix'd«as fatf , 
The truly gpod arjCtnily ^t^X . . ' , . >.: 
And that it*s plainly ui^d^Fflpad, ' 
None*s truly happy but tbe-^pd>: . • j :, . 

Another truth, deny't who wiJL . ..,,...> 
I do believe, aa4 fwiH do ftill-— . ,._ . -.^ ; , 
That whether poet, .king, joc.p.]riej^^' , , . . 
He/s mod like Godjwhofe want& are leaft,. 

If Fielding's doprs were aliyays haunted. 
And duns their legal caitiff planted, . . 
'Tis very jtlain what Fielding. wanie<l; 
And 'tis as.piaiathat he apply ^d / . 

To one with purple il^v'ry dy'd, 
Wlio fpon would take him from tijs garret^ 

- . . , ' r. . ! .,; !.^ 'j ill'.' . * '• > ""• ' '•\i\ 

And make liim flaunt it in his charriot. 

■ '" But 
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r*^ut then, alas I he makes a bow^ 
The ftatefman's dirty work to do, 
Dctcftcd be that Britifti fpirit, 
Who for fuch trifles fells his merit. 

Fot CHRISTMAS-DAY. 

COME, facrcd Wifdom, heavenly goddeft 
come} 
Affift the mufe to fwell the mighty fum 
Of grateful rapture, which to heaven is fent?, 
For man's redemption on this great event. 
Replete with blifi, and fearlefs of decay, 
Creation's Mafter-piece, luxuriant lay j 
The joys of Paradife profufcly fpread, 
And round his bow^r their balmy blcflings (hcd* 
One flight injun<ftion to his charge was given : 
A fmall rcqucft for an eternal Heaven. 
But Satan (ever man's inveterate foe) 
By hellifli guile brought (hame, remorfe, and 

woe 
Into that facred afylum of reft, 
And pour'd ambition Into Adam's breaft : 
Urg'd him to flight the mandate of his I^ord, 
And fet at naught his mighty Maker's word 
For which trangrefllon all the human race, 
To pain, and death were doom'^d, and dire dis- 
grace. 

But 
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$i)t inf ■ nit^ mercy found the ipeans to fave, 
And raife our fouls immortal from the grave. . 
Chrift came and triumphed oyer death and fin ; 
^arth fmird ; hejl trembled ; glory entered in. 
Satonic armies fhuddcr'd at his name j 
To cruih their power, the filial Godhead came : 
He the whole weight of human guilt fuftain'd, 
And our loft feat of Paradife rpgaift'd. 

With gratefqji rapture then, and l?^ns of 
praifc, ^ 
Let earth to heaven the joyful chorus raife : 
Let ev*ry tongue on this redeeming day, 
Unfeigned praxes to the Godhead pay. 



Tq tfi^ Printer of the Ncwcaftle Chrpnicje. 

Sir, 

ADiftinftion between good and evil, right 
and wrong, convenience and inconveni- 
ence, appears vifible in all the living part of 

the univcrfe. The brute creation, to avoid 

the impending ftorm, fly, with evident caution, 
to the proteding fhade for flheltcr* When the 
ftorm ceafes, they immediately iflTue forth, to 
TCgale on what the bounteous Lord of all, has 
ordered for their fUpport j and there a common 

K obferver 
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obferver may fee them chtift' ^d refufe with 
defcernable judgment : They reject the noxi- 
ous plant with the fkill of a connpifTeur ; aiid 
feed on the favourite blade, with the appetite of 
an Epicurean. — Shall v^e' then doubt that man, 
the mafter^piecc of creation, endowed with 
, powers and faculties farfuperior to thofe, can 
diftinguifh between what is, and what is not for 
his real advantage ? No : his reafoning powers 
are capable of the niceft diftinftions, — his foul 
can rclifli the fineft touches of gratitude for 
favours received ; and refcnt, with becoming 

dignity, the intended infult. r-I am led into 

thefe refleftions, Mr Printer, by confidering 
the ill treatment the people of Hexham, and its 
neighbourhood, have fufFered, and do fuffer, 
from the fupine indifference,- or what is equally 
unjuflifiable, the childifh caprice of the magif- 
trates of the county of Northumberland, in aot 
forwarding the rebuilding of Hexham bridge.^ 
The want of money cannot furely be plea4e4» 
fince the bridge cefs ]aas of late been more than 
doubled j and Sir Walter Blackctt*? generous 
offer is ready for a call, thotigh it ba3 been in- 
juroufly reported otherwife, to the prejudice 
of that great character^ Is it poffible, therefore 
but the people of Hexham, muil think them- 

felves 
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felves todly ti^^ated, wbea, t^ey .fee the roads 
which lead to private, bodies. forwarded with 
eager afliduity, an^.tttatwbich! leads to one of 
the principal m^k^t towns in the coupty wan-* 
tonly neglefted. Befide, it might have been 
eKpi^aedthftt the .uob^^py . f^fl5?««?3>'. who bavfi 
^<xft tbw Jiyesvfiace tb<e fall of ^e;cbalfl bridge, 
woul4 have avnakenjed the humanity, pf. the bv0 
giftratcs, and .e^sdte^ them tp,tbe C3^rtlo»^of 
every inftance in their power, out of compallion 
tothetrfeU<yw ftibje^k, as no fewerthan twelve 
perfbn^ have bc€W Pawned ivi Tync, at Hex- 
trnm^ fifiee the bridge fell. v. - ^ ^ ^ 

i.'il"*5 ''"''^*»'i*j .'^V/'.Mi Ltr , ." ■.»'., j..^v'' 

\TTHEN cruel Slander takes her ^^mpious 
^V flight . r.^^. . 

What^ man's fecure ^gainft her baleful fway ; 
Virtue herfeif muft fink to fhadcs of night, 
And fpotl§fe iiwopence. muft J&ll aj^risy., -. ; 



■uD V-' f- :.L;r 



With eiuile elated, and ipalicious leer, 
^ :J^r4^i€hboiipf§^|a^ 
No cruel treatment feems to her fcvere. 
Vile defamation all her time employs. 

K 2 . With 
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With heilifh Ipccd, crcSt and unconfinM, 
The pcftilcntial hag can never ceafc ; 

Belching aloud deftiiiftion to manldhd, 

Their feme to Wound, to mortify their peaces 

Lives there a mail whofe ioul difxlaining goiiei 
Dares bravely utter what his heart approves j 
Deceitful Slander meets him with a fmile, 
- And fwears with rich fi^icerity flie loves i 

But ah ! whenabfcnt how fhc/U change hernotc^ 
And fend the deadly poifon of her heart; : 

Malignant flings comeftreamipgfroto her throaty 
Which her polluted quiv'ring lips impart. 

JEIow bafe the bofom whence Vile flanders rife, 
There fweet content aud downy peac;c ttc/^^7 
dwell J 

JBut all the pangs of mifery furprifc ; 

Of torment and reniorle, the dreadful cell. 

Let flieh my pity attd compaflibh find } 

Beneath refentmont is the man who dare 

Murder my fame j yet.feemingly be kind ; 
When abfent kill, yet prefent fpeak mt tkitf 



\ 
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STERN Winter iatej with fatal hoard 
Of blafting vapours ovcrftor'd, 
Arid pcftilehliat hreiith : ^ 
111 ample ftridied, ifirominan to XQ^n,- 
Witlvwidc deftraftive influence ran,! 
And jjaV'd th6 way for death. * 



Soon as the tyrant felt the tread, 
He awful rcarM hiA horrid head, 

And left his 4i^nud cellj - . ; 

The feeble bend beneath his fw^y, . 
t)cAruiftioci mark'd his impious way, 

Before him thoufands fell. 
. . , . . - ■ • -. 

Thlfe tender Matron ! * ah, my muie^^ ' ' '" " 
Here piufe, qor my jufl:. tears reifuie, ' •' - 

' 'Which taiift alternsftt fidw; * - ^-^ 

Relehtlefs Death, with his fell dartj 
RobM me of far my better part, 

My deareft friend below. 

If Virtu6 mdrit he^v'nly aW>. ■ I r; ,: .. , . - :::[ i 
Thonr't happy^ dear departed, (hade, -.: 

RemovM from grief and pain : ; 
Bath day let me this wift rcpci^,.rf . . j \r 

That we in thy blcft ilatc piay meet, 

And never part again. 

♦ The Anthor^s wife, who died the April before. 



( 70^ ). 



Di A LO G u E ^tweht 'Natui-6, Art, and Reafoiw 
,t * ••' ' ' ... ■ . -• 

AS Nature and RodTanwei^e talking. tog^iher. 
And talkiBg^ of this, .aa4: of that^ and ther 
other;..::.! :,;. . ;,;..^-.--. .^;. ; .. .^.: ;- 

They met Madam Art^ with Jifirrujer apd pencil, 
Her line and her plummet, and every utenfil. 

.•>-.; ' -. .\-Jx ■:. :. , -•' 

Good morrow, Dam:e Art: • Whence com^ you 

this morning ? *'■ = i ;.Lr 

Pray which of my works KkVe y^u laAf^tjee^ 

adorning? • « . 

Your charadlcr now I am fure bears the bob : 
Perhaps your in queft of fome lucrative job r 
But fure your mi%ken if Hexhaia's your view, 
I reign thereicon^plece, there's no i>ufinef$ for 

y^"' •:.' • : .'■ ..•: . 

ART. 

I hope. Madam Nature, you'll willingly graiitjy 
There's one thing that Hexham doth very much 

want J '. ,; ' 

If that was comp!ea2t<id, you «I^ht without guile; 
Declare it the pleifa^teft fpo< en the ifle. 
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REASON. 

You Ve right, niy dear Art, and ttis counfcl Is 

mine; 
To make it complete, build a bridge overTync* 
My deputy, Blackett before undertook it. 
But your overflowings, Dame Nature, focm 

broke it, 

NATURE. 

DearReafon, Ihope you'll allow me to mention, 
To over-turn bridges is not my intentibn : 
♦Whenever they ai^e built let their arches be high, 
With cafe they will then my outragings defy* 

■ - ' ' Art: ■ 

Believe me, DapieJ^ature,* if I undertake it. 
No more fhall it be in your pow*r for to (hake i€. 
Each pillar PU fix \>y the laws of Mathematics, 
In concert with that noble art Hydroftatics; . 
Hydraulics (hall help me to iini(b each arch, . 
On which, without danger, rich copimeice may 

march... -. ;.,..; . • , . 
And (hould yau beneath like a raginjg fea roar,. 
I'll fecure it for ^^ci a fafe pafTage o'er. 

REASON, 
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REASON. 

Dear Art, you rejoice me j then pray do make 

hafte; 
No more precious time Tet me beg youto wafte ; 
With this undertaking you've been very flow. 
You fhould have begun it two twelvemouths 

ago. 



TAeGooD and Gkz AT. 

INSTRUCTIVE mufe the mighty matter ftate, 
And fay wherein confifts the good 2ittd great i 
Infpire your poet, teach liini how to fcan, 
What moft exalts and dignifies the manv 
Hark ! flie attends and animates the lay, 
Bright Truth and Reafon both dired the way 
And thus with voice united bid mc fay : 

To thee, great parent, all prcferving Jove, 
Let man firft offer praife an^ grateful love ; 
Each morning bend, obedient to thy law, 
With filial hope, and confidential awe, 
Conftrained praife is hateful to thy fight. 
In freewil offerings is thy great delight. 
The rational foul thou haft created free. 
The law of tyrants never fprung from thee. 

From 
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Fi^om man, frail man, that cvironly fprings, 
Wliolc daftard foul ftoops to the pride oiF kings; 
But that Jehovah never meant it fo, 
The might}'^ works of nature plainly (how. 

When man has ferv'd his God with fervent 
zeal, 
His next great duty is his country's wealj 
Her to proteft his fecondary care, 
For her his foul fhould every danger dare j 
For her give up his father, friends, and lifc^ 
And die rejoicing in the glorious ftrifc : 
That future ages may his deeds admire, 
And every ftripling emulate hjs fire. 

If thiis we aft, Britannia gfacious fmiles, 
And reigns alone the glorious queen of ifles; 
She fits triumphant on her lofty dome, 
And joyous counts the halcyon days to come. 
When Freedom's banners (hall refpondcntwavc, 
And" Britain's fenate not contam a flavc. 
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The British Fair. 

YE facred Nine, to whom 1 lowly bend. 
To my advent 'rous Mule affiftancclend ; 
Grant proper Ballaft to her feeble wings, 
While (he reviews the mafly banks and fprings } 
Let £tme and glory crown her with fuccefs, 
She means the Britifh Beauties to addrefs* 

Hail then, ye Fair Ones, whom niy foul ad- 
mires, 
To fing your praife my warbling fancy fires : 
All other motives fink beneath my care, 
And lifiiciH while I pnuife the BritiCh Fair. 

Search allthefpacious earth, its bounds diiplay. 
Where'er bright Phosbus darts his genial ray, 
In that wide roundi no females can compare. 
For worth and l^uty with the Britifti Fair* 

In their formation, finer fixxS was made ; 
Jove gave the word, the hcav'nlypow'rs obey 'd, 
Pallas the compofition did prepare, 
Then ftampt her image on the Britifh Fair. 



No 
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No fops nor fribbles, compounds of finnefle, 
Whofe greateft inerit is themfclvejs to drcfs; 
Wliofc fouls are bubbles light as common air, 
Shall form pretenfions to the Briti(biFair« i 

But they, whofe generous minds no dangers 

move, - 
Whole greateft glory is their totlnfery'fe Idve y 
With radicnt fm;iles, yc lovbly nyWpfhs,' pi*e- 

pare ^ 

To hail them guardians of the Britifh Fair. 

Arm then your fwains in facred freedom's 
caulc, 
Britannia pleads^ dcffntf her injui-M' la\<rs, 
That Fame's loud trmtoj|tet riiay ytjur wbtth 
declare, . - » ■ ' • n 

And future ages blcfs the Britim fair. 



.:^ '■.^•'■^■■. '.; 
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BRITANNIA, feated on her lofty fhrinc, 
Beholds her fons, with a maternal fmile, 
Uniting in the glorious caufe divine, 

To fix bright Freedom gn her facxed ifle. 

To high Olympus' (hining court fhe hies, 
Where gold refulgent decorfctei the walk; - 

Thence to die throne pf gr?at Jehovah flies, 
And thus with humble fuit the goddefs c^Us^ 

Heaven^s Mighty Lord, to whofc unerring 
power. 

My Britons all due homage daily pay ; 
Behold them ftruggling in. this dreadful hour^ 

'Qainft venal arts, and arj^itrary fway^ 

Didft thou not, Father, give the facrcd \rord, . 

That Britons fliould to endlcfs time be free } 
Proteft them then-^-thy timely aid afford. 

That ail the world the power of Jove nxay fee* 

Upon Britannia Jove fupcrior imil'd, 
And faid, thy people free (hall ftill remain : 

'Behold thy fifter, Liberty, my child, 

Now reigus unrival'd o'er Northumbria's 
plain. 

•' Tyne^s 
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Tyne^s banks prefent a town well known to 
Fame, 

With commerce bleft from ev/ry diftant flioref . 
riergenVous fons firft caught tlie gjiorioas flanie,'. 

And flav'ry never Ihall moled them more. 

From Tync to Tweed the facred fpirit fpreads, ■ 
Pallas 4irc<fts and Liberty infpircs j . 

l^he foas of flay 'ry hide their guilty. heads, ... T 
And fly. to ftiun the animated fires. . :,i. .* 

Britannia, pleasM-foriakes the courted . .^-.'x 

To ronfe her Britons rapid wi^gj her way; » ' 

Fulfilled flie fees the jufl: decree of Jove, 
Her fbns triumphing o-cr deipptic fwjly» • 



..':i :.-:•. <'. ■ ' ^^• 
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TTAIL, lacred Liberty, our blifs below, 

-^ A The firft and beft kind heaven caa bellow j 

An end to tJltty Offerings will arrive, 

And -thou -vi^lorious be in feventy-five. 

Thy fons arc mighty, numerous as the fand, 

And clofe limited as the Theban band. 

They fear no danger j threats no more controul. 

They're agitated by one common fouL 

Thou art their theme — What greater can they 

have ? 
For what but thee fhould Briton's c'erbe brave ? 
With(>ut thee, fift's a burden — ^hateful brekth ; 
Then welcdiAe Freedom, or eife welcome death. 
But think not that thy-Britbns e'er will fly. 
If flav'ry dare their dreadful prowefs try ; 
Though monarchs and their minifters unite. 
And murd'ring regiments fwell the bloody fight. 
In one grand phalanx all thy fons will ftand. 
Nor dread their force, though » himfelf 

command.' 

But hark ! the Mufe propofes better things. 
Than flaught'ring armies, or difpotic kings ; 
She bids thy Briton< take a fafer way, 
And to Britannia's fenate Men. convey 
Whofe gen'rous fouls will let all nations fee, 
A Briton's beft eftate is to be free. 

Thofc 
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Thole who have labour M to make Slavery 

reign, 
And liften'd to the didates of the Thane, 
When they folicit let them plead in vain. 

So bids the Mufe, fee her commands obeyed, 
Newcaftle's gen'rous fons the plan have laid. 
The caufe of injured freedom to refent. 
And make her foes their venal fchemc repent. 
With virtue fir'd, and refolution bleft, 
Each hugs the goddefs to his manly breaft; 
Then fmiles on what his mighty foes can lay, 
Rofolv'd to die e'er he his truft betray. 

Oh let their deeds, ye free-born fons infpire. 
And from Newcaftle fnatch the facred fire:; 
May ev'ry Briton feel the heav'nly fkme. 
Their glorious aAion$ fill the court of Fame, 
And Slav'ry tremble at a Briton's Name. 



i 
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OW roufe yc Friends to Freedom and no 
more 

Let vile Oppreffion ftain the Britifh ffaore. 
Mark well thp flaves who have for feven years 
Your juft complaint dcfpis'd with fcornful fneers. 
Britannia calls you forth to ad your part, 
Aad fling the confcious villains to the heait. 
As clear as day, as evident as fate, 
Had.No&TH demanded all your whole eftate, 
Your fathers, brothers, daughters, fons. and 

wives, 
Or even further, had he afk'd your lives, 
Your wretched members would the whole have 

fold; 
For curfed favour, or more curfed gold. 
Change then, my friends, they are your greateft 

curfe, 
Be fure of this, no change can make you worfe* 
Read, Britons, read, the faithful page will tell 
What members have been falfc — ^who ferved well . 
Reward and punUh, now the power is given, 
And let your glorious aftions copy heaven. 
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Tq JOHN WILKES, Esq.. Member for 
Middle/ex^ and Lo r d Ma yo r of London • 

THE Mufc invites, and fwcUs the wekciriB 
ftrain, 
The dulcit notes my lift'ning ear retain, 
Britannia fmilcs to hear her fav 'rite's praife, 
Who foars fublitne, and animates the lays. 
Hail glorious patriot ! Freedom's beft defence, 
Enrich'd with Wifdom, Fortitude and Senfci 
Thy country fkw theie virtues all thy own : 
Saw thee fuperior to a tyrant's frown. 
She few thee fttoi the rapid tide of power, 
And bravely conquer in thcjiawlcfi hour. 
A group of tools, who aim'd thy foul to crufti, 
Who broke through facred laws without a bltUfh* 
The Scottifh tyrant (favour'd by the thfonej 
Supposed each Britons foul was like bis owa; 
Tl)at| fpanlel like, can cringe, cajole and fawn,' 
At if dcfcended from his daftard fpawn. 
But hence fuch vaflals ! hence the flaviih tribe, 
Who'd fell their countiy fot the courtier's 

bribe. 
But thou, fupeHpr to fuch wretches hate, 
Art rasM to honours prei-ordiHnM by Fate, 
Art now announced throughout Britfudnia'scoaft, 
The greateft i^bjcA that the earth cab bead. 
/. M Long. 
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Long may the laurels flourilh round lliy bi ow, 
And Gcid-Iike Jufticc diftate ail you .do. 
May cv'ry tongue proclaim thee iu the gate, 
The loyal fubjed, and good niagilhatc, 
And Britain's fen^te fay, when you attend, 
Secfadlion's foe — and facred Freedom's Friend. 



^//Ode y&r CHRISTMAS-DAY- 

YE Rich, who wanton in luxuriant cafe, 
Whofc fortune's can each flight of fancy 
plcafe ; 
Oh let the virtuous poor your pity move I 
At this bleft time of rich redeeming love» 

The feeling breaft, the fympathetic figh, 
ITic glowing cheek, and the compailionate cye^ 
The bofom melting at the fight of woe. 
The hand whence god-like Charity does flow, 
Are Heaven's bcft gifts, and were to mortals 

given. 
For their conduftbrs to the joys of heaven. 

« . Through all creation, fee exuberant grace. 
And overflowing mercy fill each fpace. 
The philofophic eye, with eafe may fcan. 
From the fhvall atom to the lordly man ; 

A. 



I 
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A jufl: gradation fj)reading through the whole, 
From ienfelefs matter to the human foul. 

If this idea upward we extend, 
Where will our wonder and amazement end : 
Through b^oundlefs aether to the bleft abode, 
Our fancy fwells with the creating God j 
All riling gradual with progreffive fenfe, 
And nature teeming with intelligence. 

Amazing goodnefs, who the whole fuftains, 
And o'er the whole with boundlefs mercy rcignsj 
Infpirc us mortals with caeleftial love, 
And with divine commileration move ; 
With lenient bpfoms, rational beings blefs, 
And teacli them ^o alleviate diftrefs ; 
To wipe the tear from every weeping ^ye, 
And bend an ear, to Want^s fubmiflive cry. 
Let this great truth in every bofom glow, 
We're all dependant creatures here below. 



M 2 



( «4 ) 

A Love Song. 

IMMORTAL Poweirs who reign abovc^ 
Great authors of refined love, 
My faithful brcaft infpire ; 
(That I may fing my feir one's praife^ 
In pure, unftainM poetic lays) 
With your capleilial fire* 

The objeil that my bbfom warms, 
Tho' bleft with rich exterior charms, 

And faire(]t of her kijid ; 
Such charms can never me enthral, 
jput I a willing captive fall, 

To her more charming mind^ 

Was (he wifh beauty only bleft^ 
She never ftiould 4ifturb my reft, 

Nor once my peace controul ; 
But, ah ! her every mental grace, 
Tr^nfccnds by far the faireft face, 

And )vpunds pay very foul. 

With her each vacant hour to fpend^ 
And lively fenfe with humour blend, 

How bleft the h^ppy ftate ! 
My fancy feafts upon the theme, 
Aly fpui enjoys the golden dream, 

And Imgs ^ts ftitijre fete. 



When 
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When with my -charmer I fli^ll ftrey,^ 
Thro^ flow*ry meads each circling day^ 

Where vernal groves invite ; 
Keturned from their pleafing charms^ 
Vl\ clafp the Faii* One in my arms, 

; And blefs approaching night* 



NO niore fliall foftcr themes my foul invade, 
While Freedom claims each free-bom 
Briton's aid J 
For her Til ev'ry gentler thought forego^ 
And dart my fatire at each latent foe. 
No more Paftora {hall engrofs the lay, 
Nor I again her fylvan fccHes difplay ; 
•Till facred I iberty, our grcatcft boaft 
Reigns unmolefted round Britannia's coaft^ 

^*iU Queen of Ifles ! Europa's greatcft pride. 
Where Science and the liberal arts refide, 
iUch cpmmcrce flows, where Freedom fens the 

gale; 
And conqucft breathes in ev'ry lofty fail. 
Thy fleets, the terror of each diftant ftiore, 
Make empires fliake whepe'erthy cannons roar. 
Trembling and pale, they quit the dreadful ftrife, 
And floop like vaflals to inglorious lifc# 

Not 
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Not lo, thy fws, Britatfnia, they difdain 
T6 o^VIva rival on the liquid plain. 
With native Liberty each bofom's charmM, 
And with contempt of every danger warmed. 
To diftant climes, o'er raging feas they go, 
And blefs the hand that guides them to the foe. 

And muft, ye Gods, fuch heroes e'er fubmit^ 
To what a bafe banditti (hall think fit ? 
Forbid it. Heaven, forbi^ it all ye hoft 
Of heavenly powers, who guard the Britifti coaft# 
Let not their dev'lifli machinations thrive, 
Whofe friends rebellion urg'd in Forty-five-. 
Deep in their breaft the latent mifchief lies. 
If ever iacred Freedom they furprize, 
CrufliM by their power, (he ftoops, (he 

bleeds, (he dies. 
Proteft her Britons with a jealous care, 
And tell the world what you for Freedom dare. 
Hark the prophetic Mufe, and be advls'^d, 
If you'd preferve the blifs fo ju(tly priz'd, 

TowerbillLord ,and when you have begun^ 

To Tyburn drag the Earl of — 's fon. 



\ 
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WHILE Tyne's fwcet ftreams in wanton 
mazes rove. 
And nature paiqts with annpal green the grove ; 
While Sol^s bright beams our acmofphere adorn, 
Ajid i-nna guides us with her filver horn ; 
Till that great order we with rapture ipy, 
Is broke, and planets from their tangents fly : 
Then, nor till th^n, will Britons bear the rod, 
Of any proud, imperions, demi-godi 
Their fouls defpife a tyrant's falling. cHain j 
l)efpQtic kings true Britons muft difdiijEi ; 
Unus'd through ages to a baft contrpul. 
Their fame extends to^v'ry diftant.pok, . 
While flavifh nations liften and admire,; 
Each free-bprn Briton's animated firp. 
How foolifh, empty, and how vain is rntm, 
To chufc the bafe, defpotic tyrant's plan. 
If true ambition does his bofom move. 
He'll find his glory in his country's love-, 
Without that blefling, though he fhould com- 
mand 
Millions of flaves, and boundlefs traifts of lan<3^ 
Lefs than the leaft of princes he is ftill. 
Who lives to reign by arbitrary will. 



Great, 



>^. 
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Great, Good, and Juft, who inaq created 

free, 
And wUls him bleft to all eternity : 
Of heaven and earth, the wile Almighty cat^fe, 
And governs all by falutary laws. 
From thy tranfcendent throne voucWafc to 

finile, 
And bleflings (hed round this thy f av'rite tile : 
Inflrudl her king, to whom the power is given, 
To rule his Britons by the laws of heaven ; 
Where all are free — »and thou eternal day. 
Seraphic hofts, with willing hearts obey, 
From Brunfwick's heart, defpotic thoughts 

remove, 
Let all be freedom, harmony, and lovq. 



.^r 
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To Mercator, 

PROCEED, Mcrcator, make bright Pre'edom 
fhine, 
And let her breathe in ev*ry nervous line. 
Let all the venal courtly minions know, 
What Tyne's brave Sons for Liberty dare do. 
Ranfack the grave, call up the mighty dead, 
And fliew how Ruffe J, and how Sydney bled ; 
How the pure ichor iffued from their veins. 
That Freedom might adorn Britannia's plains. 
I love the man, he's to my foul moft dear. 
Who, next the Gods, does Liberty revere. 
What's life without it ? a mere gaudy fight. 
And what is death ? the bug-bear of a night. 
Let us fuppofe that all the race of men. 
Should each arrive at threefcore years and ten ; 
How foon 'tis over, and the mortal's name, 
Is blcft or curft to everlafting fame, 
Who then would cherifti a depraved heart, * 
And, 'gainft his country, aft the villain's part f 
Make glitt'ring baubles his fupreme regard. 
And fell his Freedom for a flavc's reward ? 

Witnefs thou great, thou cloud-compelling 
Jove, 
And all ye guardian powers who reign above ; 

N Should 
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Should father, brother, or a much lov'd fon, 
Defert his Freedom, and to flav'iy run, 
The ties of nature I'd no longer know, 
But fpurn each from me, as my country's foe. 
O thou great God, who mak'ft mankind thy 

care, 
Hear, and approve, the fervour of my prayer j 
Ere flav'ry reigns in this once happy land, 
May I, with fhining rapier in my hand, 
With honcft rage my Liberty atteft, 
And find a pallage in fome villain's bread, 
Then welcome Death— if Life's red current 

flow, 
In Freedom's caufe, 'tis all I dk below. 
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Oji ancient and modern PATK.10TISM. 

t 

OH for that noble Roman merit, 
That pure, refinM, undaunted fpirit, 
Which' did adorn thofe ancient fages, 
Now fcen but in hiftoric pages* 
Thofe, without guile, unfuUied tell. 
How heroes for their country fell : 
With noble zeal, and Freedom fraught. 
For her they bled, for her they fought. 
Tyrannic power had then no fprings, 
They fcorn'd the petty names of kings : 
Thofe beings of a later day. 
Puff 'd up with vile defpotic fway, 
Would have us, by their awful'nods. 
Believe tliem nothing lefs than Gods. 
Vain glorious thought ! will reafon tell. 
While they think thus, that they think well ! 
'Tis all a bauble, they muft fee. 
That man by nature was made free ; 
Nor is the meaneft man on earth. 
Inferior to a kilig in birth, 
'Tis only his exalted ftation. 
Makes him a torment to a nation. 
Whilft, if he was but worth careffing, 
He might become its greateft blefling. 

N 2 
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Oh hear my prayer ! ye powers above^ 
And grant it, thou Almighty Jove ; 
Make Brunfwick foon his int'reft know, 
Elfe take him from thefe plains below, 
To thy bleft realm — ^there let him be^ 
A fav'rite fubjeft under thee; 



For Peace iviih AmekicA. 

AWAKE to glory, Britain's fons, awak6 j 
Britannia calls, the glorious call obey ; 
Your honour. Life, and Liberty's at ftake, 
Defpotic councils would the whole betray* 

O'er the wide ocean, fend fair downy Peace } 
See Pallas waits in her triumphal car ; 

She means to bid the murd'ring legions ceafe^ 
And flop the torrent of domeflic war. 

The goddels thus docs gracioufly advife, 
Attend, ye generous Britifh fons attend j 

If you would be the favorites of the fkies, 
Bute^ and his fatal politics mufl end% 



His 
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his ktent fchemes have long been niarkM by 
heaven, 

Which faw his foul. on your deftruftiop bent} 
But, fee his dark defigns to hell are driven, 

Behold a Camden^ and a Chatham^ % lent. 

To crown your wifties, and eftablifti peace, 
Your laws revive, and Liberty reftore ; 

Then (hall the tools to defpotifm ceafe^ 
And Britain's fenitors enflave no more* 



^SoNG, on « Tankard ^«rf Toast. 

APOLLO your aid, oh your Poet infpire, 
My fancy inflame with poetical fire ; 
Ye powers of Parnaffus, admit to your coaft, 
A Mufe who would fing of a Tankard and Toaft. 

Though Homer, and Virgil, and Horace all three, 
Make Gods quaff their neftar — yet. tell them 

from me, 
The dulcit rcpaft, which the gods value moft, 
Is Englifh flrong beer in a Tankard, and Toafl. 



When 
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When Pallak was fcnt by the thundercr Jove, 
The breaft of the ftern Achilles to move ; 
From heart piercing grief for the friend he had 

loft, 
The hero (he cheer'd with a Tankard andToaft. 

The French with the juice of theii^ vine-yards 

how frail, 
When beer-drinking Britons with courage aflail; 
A Briton, though finglc, dare brave their whole 

hoft, 
If duly refreftiM with a Tankard and Toaft. 

When winter's cold blafts chill the currents of 

blood, 
And folid white flake, clothe each hill, dale, 

and wood ; 
We jocund defy all the rigour of froft. 
When o'er a good fire, with a Tankard and Toaft. 

The jolly fox-hunters the minutes beguile, 

Purfuing fly Reynard thro' ev'ry defile ; 

O'er rocks' rugged tops, and thro' rivers they 

poft, 
Then joyous regale on a Tankard and Toaft. 



If 
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If ever my Fair One my fuit fliall refufe, 
And, like a coquette, my fond pafSon abufti 
rU flight all chofe charms which before wer^ 

my boaft, 
And drown ev'ry care in a Tankard and Toafl. 

But if flie is kind, and my^paflion apj^ove, 
She'll find ine as kind as rte cbtrfle turtle-dove^ 
In my neat little cot'ihe ftiall rule the roaft, 
And her fmiles ftiall add charms to my Tankard 
and Toaft, 



To the Freeholders of Northumberland^ on their 
annual Meeting, on the i^dofOClober^ ^77S* 

Northumbrians hail ! let jollity prefide, 
And jovial mirth at Freedom's banquet 
wait J 
'Till Cynthia's beams play on the mountain's fide. 
And clofe the glorious day that fl:amp'd you 
great. 

When haughty Lords coUccled all their force, 
And peers united, commoners to make ; 

You bravely fl:op'd them in the fanguine courfe, 
And did their fancy 'd vain dominion ftiake. 

Deluded 
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Deluded mortals ! fliall a flar engage, 

Or glitt'rinff gems deceive a Briton's eye ^ - . 

No : fplended names but only niore enrage, 
When they to vile defpotic meafures fly. 

Northumbrians fon's ftand forth, by all confeft, 
The firft, and firraeft of fair Freedom's train j 

Each brave. Northumbrian nurfes in his breaft, 
The facr^d fpark, unfullied by a ftain. 

Hark, hark ! the genius of the county's voice, 
Be brave, my foHS, and wait a future day ; 

Then let unqueftionM honour be your choice, 
To Bywell then your voices all convey. 
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t 

HAIL facred Lx b e r t y ! immortal name, 
A Britain's life, his glory, and his fame. 
For thee (whoever oppofe) we'll fight our way, 
And at thy fhrine viftorious trophies lay. 
What though thou'rt banifli'd from Britannia's 

court. 
Let Tyne's refplendent banks be thy rcfort. 
Thither thy fons to thee will all repair ; 
Nor one^ imperious pup moleft thee there. 
For thee they'll temples build, and alters raife, 
And daily offer incenfe to thy praife. 
They know thy worth j thy fuff 'rings too they 

know. 
The bleeding wounds the impious great beftow, 
With bandages of love, thefe wounds thcy'U 

cure, 
No longer fhalt thou galling chains endure. 
By Tyne's fair ftrcam bright Icience^ deigns tp 

dwell. 
Her fons in every glorious art excel. 
Upon her banks in beauteous pomp array'd, 
Enfigns of Godlike freedom are difplay'd ; 
Her faithful friends dar^ every danger bravq, 
Np names fo hateful to them as the flave, 
vBut hark ! what grateful founds falute my ear j 
Behold Northumbria's free-born fons appear* 
O Their 
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Their fouls with inward greatnefs foar on high 
And bear bright Freedom's banners to the j(ky. 
They know the wi(h'd-for crifis is at hand, 
When Britons ought to make a glorious ftand .; 
With virtuous zeal to check oppreflion^s rage, 
And ftcm the venal torrent of the age« 
To chufe fuch members as they fafc can truft, 
Whole fouls are iioneft, generous, brave and 

Who will contemn the minifterial tribe, 
And Ipurn the man who dares prelent a bribe* 
On fuch, my friends, let all your voiced fiiU^ 
The caufe is glorious, glorious is the call j , ; 
Obey the call ; defend the glorious caufe j 
Support with jgeal your liberties and laws. 
W^ho'd live to be that wretched thing, a Slave, 
Deprived of all that's noble, great and brave,' 
Be kickM and fpurn'd by each imperious -thing, ; 
Wlio broudly boafts the favours of a king ? • [ 
Britons to tyrants ne'er will bend the knee. 
They know they are, they muflr and will be free.' 
Oh hear our pray'r, thou great Almighty Lord,- 
Who canft alone the wifhM for aid afford ; 
Britannia's fons \vith mfpirattio^ m<e)ve, - • . 
To virtuous Freedom, and their country's Iovc#' 
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I On Peace. 

OTHAT my pen could do waey Peace 
command, 
And plant the olive branch on yonder Ikore 
IM fnatch the murdering tube from flaughter's 
hand, 
And bid her thunder vex the world no more. 

Could my poor aid prevent domeftic ftrife, 
And make Britannia's Ions in concord join ; 

Exulting then I could rcfign my life, 

And think the greateft happinefs was mine* 

In former wars, when Britons took the field, 
To curb the pride of Gallia's haughty king ? 

What joy, what tranfport, did Fame's trum- 
pet yield, 
When Vicl'ry made each hill and valley ring. 

But now, ajas ! each Britain feels th^ i^art. 
When brother arms, a brother's blood to 
fpiU J 

Vift'ry no joy can bring to eitiber part, 
For every wound Britannia fuffers ftill. 

O 2 Juft 
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juft fo when Caefar had great Rome fubduM, 
And Cato's death had fwelPd the impious 
war J 

No fbngs of joy were heard among the crowcjf 
But floods of tears falute the victor's ear. 

Oh ! thou fupremely Good, and only Great, 
Look with compaffion on a nation's guilt j 

Drive from each Briton's breaft, domeflic hate, 
And let no more unnat'ral blood be fpilt. 

' Stop all the fad, deftruftive Iprings of war j 

Let filial blood in ample currents flow ; 

And when a Briton mounts the martial carr. 

Let Vift'ry guide him to a foreign foe. 

flluftrious Brunfwick, to thyfelf be kind, 
Thou only haft the power of making peace } 

Give ear to thofe who are the moft inclined, 
To bid the fatal rage of difcprd ceafc. 



■*> 



Conclude them fafely thy unfeigned friends, 
Who for America their voice employ ; 

Freedom's their aim, they fcorn all private ends, 
But their whole glory is the general joy. 

When- 
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Whene'er Britannia's monarch grafps at fway 
Beyond the verge of her eftablifti'd laws ; 

He does the fchcme of fure deftruftion lay, 
And is himfelf of future ills the caufe. 

But when he gives ibright Liberty the reign, 
And by her diftates all his actions move ; 
There's not on all Europa's wide domain, 
So great a monarch in his people's love. 

Hear this ye fages who attend the board, 
And to your king, your daily counfel lend 5 

If you would have him by his realms ador'd, 
Tpach liim the Laws of Freedom to defend* 
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Ona Member ^/Parliament refigmng 
his Seat. 

EXULTiNG pleafure to this injurM nation, 
To fee thofc fervapts fign tljeir refignation j 1 

Who being confcipus of their own demerit, 
Have laboured to fudue that Britifh fpirit, 
Which has for ages^ in the trying hour, 
Deftruftion brought on arbitrary power. 
They r^afon thus, can men of our complexion, 
Who durft deftroy the Middlefex elc<9:ion ; 
And fpite of all the laws of earth and heayeo, 
Make two a greater number than eleven : 
Can we expedt Britannia^s fons will truft 
Their laws with us, who have been fo unjuft ? 
No, we muft publifti, that we cannot fcrve, 
To ftiun the ftiame we very well defervc ; 
No more let's hope that we'll again be feated, 
By thofe electors we fo vilely treated j 
Wc fawnM and cringM to minifterial fway. 
And bafely gave our mafter's rights away. 
Such be the language, fuch the expediation 
Of all who voted to enflave a nation / 

Of free-born fouls, who will, as fure as fate, 
Their glorious Freedom to their fons tranflate^ 
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On the Death of Captain Thomas Maude, of 
Newcaftle. 

/^ AN Nature with indifference fee the eiid, 
t V^ Of one exalted, good and faithful friend? 

'Tis Nonfenfe all^ not philofophic aid, 
With all her niceft arguments dilplay'd, 
Can calm the raging tumults of the mind ; 
In Time, Tin>e oniy, we can comfo^-t find. 
When Maude is callM to feats of endlefs 

blifi, , . . 
Although we know the happier lot is his. 
Yet' can we ceafe to mourn the worthy maa^ ' 
^ Through whofe whole life, one reg'lar fyftem 

ran. 
His aftions generous, good and ftri<9:ly juft, 
A Friend, who never once betray'd his truft. 
A Son, who did his Parents much revere. 
And never coll them, till his death, a tear. 
A Hulband ! Oh, the dear maternal ftrife, 
We read his worth in his afflifted wife. 
No common griefs her tender bofom rend, 
y She mourns the Hufband, Father, and the 

Friend. 
The firft, (he found with fentiments refin'd, 
And in the fecond, all the parent fhin'd 

Whilft 
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Whilft mutual Fricndfhip did their hearts ce- 
ment, 

And nUade their houfe a dwelling for Con* 
tent. 

In focial life his charafter afcends, 

Deaily he lov'd his Country, and his Friends. 

No bafe difturber of tiic common weal, 

But did for Liberty fincerely feel. 

For her he did tyranic power defy. 

And never with a Defpot would comply. 

Whatever is virtuous, gen'rous, great and 
good, 

Name only MAUDE, — ^the whole is under- 

flood. 



* 
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On ihe Death of Richard LacY| E/q. 

GOME plaintive Mufe, let all thy treffcs 
flow, 
In all tjie melting images of woe ; 
In wild jdiforder let each ringlet fly, 
As raging winds tofs embers to the fky. 
Grief, with thy fable train, thie fcene enlarge, 
And all your fad folemnities difcharge. 
I, for no common caufe your aid implorp ; 
Lacy, the genVous, good, and great's no more, 
No venal adulation here you find ; 
I mourn the man belov'd by all mankind, 
In whom the Hufband, Friepd, and Parent < 

(hinM. 

Hjm I lament, and imprecate the blow, 
That laid the fteady Friend to Freedom low. 
That robb'd us of a charafter fp dear, 
Which but to know was juflice to revere^ 
Whofe name the rage oi malice ne'er could 

touch, 
Nor worthy men could ever praife too much. 
The tyrant. Death, our forrow to provoke. 
Prepared his dart to ftrike one piercing ftroke, 
Which might with anguifh all our bofoms fill, 
And make our eyes the briny te^$ diflilU 

P At 
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At Lacy then his aiTow wing'd its way, 
Aad made the worthieft of mankind his prey. 

Let us who live to grieve for Lacy loft, 
Conclude him gone to yon refplendcnt coaft. 
Where grateful praifes every tongue employ, | 

And virtuous fouls rpgalc in floods of joy* 



On the Death of Mifs LARMOUTH, bf 
Alnwick. 

WHEN youth and beauty, wit and genius 
m^et, 
And Virtue join? to make the whole complete j 
•When meek eyM Charity the bofom warms, \ 

And learning adds a luftre to the charms ; 
When fine accompliftxments in youth unite. 
And they in fweet humility delight ; 
When ev'ry art unfuUied honour proves, 
And every ftep by juft decorum moves j 
When gloty ftimulates each end and aim. 
They muft> they do dur admiration claim. 
But what avails, when death with his keen dart, 
Drives furious on to pierce the tender heart ; | j 

Our fighs, our tears, our prayei-s are all in vain, 
The tyrant proves relentlefs to our pain. 
No mitigation to our grief we feel. 
Virtue itfelf can't bluuf the tyrant's fteel. 

If 
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If goodnefs could have ftopt his wild career, 
He muft iiave left his work" unfinifli'd here. 

When LARMOtJ.TH fell, of females fell the 

bed:, 

Each heavenly virtue lodged in her bread. 
Her heart, — with godlike Charity afray'd. 
How oft were it^s great faculties difplay'd* 
Her eye,*— as foon ds juft diftrels drew near. 
Straight faw, and dropt the fympathetic tear j 
Andfwift as thought by fweet compaffionmov'd. 
Her hand performed what her heart approvM. 
Her tongue, — from whence the fweeteft accents 

' came, 
Was ne'er employ'd to ftab her neighbour's 

fanie ; 
But ftill when malice told the abufive tale. 
O'er human frailties call a friendly veil.. 
Such virtues fhould the weeping parents chear. 
And quite difpel the tributary tear : 
For why ihould forrow rack the parent's breaft, 
Since ftie's in. glory with th' eternal bleft. 
Ceafe then to mourn, you much afflicted pair, 
Loojcup to ITcav'n,a6d fee your daughter there. 
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Oft the anftaiuralV/A.'Bi, with America 4 

/^NCE moie let Fancy take her ample flight, 
^^ And uhiholefted firetch beyond the line ; 
There ftop and wonder at the barb'rous fight^ 
Where %itain's fbns their glory nil refign. 

Thofe very fons, who when thfc\' did contend 
With foreign foes, triumphant bore the fway : 

Now brother ^wars^ With brotfcer, friend witk 
friend, .' ' ' 

And miUii)iiS ipent to gaiii-a doubtful day^. 

Ve grand promoters of this fhameful ftrife, 
For once be great, and own jf our fad miilakc/j 

For lacred Liberty, more dear than life, 
America's Sons the war did undertake^ 

That bleffiiig granted, they had ne'er bten foes; 

Britain they love, becauf^ ' from hler they 
fprung : 
*nieir mild remdnftrancfcs eacli Bi-itori Tinows, 

And their addrefles dwell on ev'ry tonjgue. 

For Peace they fu'd with loyal manly fepfei -" - 
And of the parent ftate did favour crave j 

Reluftant ftill to give the leaft offence. 
They only wifti'd their Liberty to fave» 

Ye 



^ 
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Ve fagcs, on whofc \^ifdom we depend^ 

Send downey Peace to yon perplexed fhotc \ 

Bid this unnatural cbntention endy 

And let domeftic quarrels vex nd moren 



fo fh& worthy Supporters of Britifh Liberty, ajf 
t/i€ Hole in the Wall, FleeUjire^t^ London* 

HAIL geo-rouJ group of Britifli irarthi6S| 
hail!: - / 

A Mufe falutes you from Tyne's fruitful (hore; 
Your brave attempts in time inuft needs pr6vait|' 
; Aod curfed flav'ry vex the land rto mor^. 

Here i?ireedom reigJis amidft the general joyj 
And fees her forces ev'ry day increafe ; 

Thofe forces will defpotic power deftroy, 
And give to free-born fouls a lafting peace* 

Our youth with honeft indignation warm'd, 
And fouls elated wifli a future day j 

When they beneath bright Freedom's bannerj 
arm'd, 
Will ev'ry great and virtuous aft difplay. 

N9: 
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Kb frovtaiDg jfyrant, nor the fawning flave^ 
j o(£^]kU]i':hateful- to the.gcn'rous foul.) 
WkH-tribes oir threats fhall make them aft Jcfa 
u-J ..-.trave, 
Nor their unfhaken purpofes controul. 

Vour noble deeds, their youthful bofoms warm, 
" Fi=;bm Fleet-ftrfcet they liave caught the facred 

flame j - 

W&h youfbr Freedom willingly they'll arm, 
And be your rival in the fields of fame. 

T!licn all aghaft, vile Slavery (hall fly, 
Tbeir rage to fiiun, unto foihe wretched cell ; 

Or in fome bafe defpotic region lie, 

Where free-born Britons ever fcom to dwell; 



Vain thought ! the creatures muft fubmit an4 

boV, • 

Before the Great Germain e and General 

Howe. 
The fools are only fighting for their laws, 
And fimply think the juftice of their caufe 

Will bear them out O ! vile egregious 

blunder ; 
Can Juftice ftand againft Lord George's thun- 

As well miglit flaves, who wait the tyrant's nod^ 
And ipanicl-like, with fawning kifs the rod, 
Hqual Britannia's fons in bright array, 
Protefting Freedom from defpotic Iway. 
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7he Heroes ; or^ The Gloky of the pre^ 

fent War. 

'Tn H E war is well fupported by the Ho w E s j 

i Keneath their rage each ragamufEn tows. 
Heaps fall on heaps. America's no more 
But one dcftrudive fcene from fliore to (horc. 
And fliall we wonder at fuch numbers flain, 
When troops arc ordered by the Great G£R- 

MAINE ? 

Whofe daring courage never was fufpecled, 
He never yet the fighting trade ncglecled, 
The Hero's fame is fprcad through yonder 

codll ; 
And like Achilles is himfelf an hoaft. 
On Minden's plains he did great Mars refemble, 
His furious charges made the hedges tremble. 
The French was lciz*d with more than mortal 

fear, 
And cryM, a fecond Marlborough is here ! 
Great Granby faw with joy the daring man. 
As through the dreadful ranks he fearlcfs ran. 
He faw his prowcs baffle all controul, 
And prais'd fuch bravery in a Britifli fouL 
Can then yon tim'rous Rebels ever ftand, 
\A'hen fuch a mighty Hero gives command ? 

Vain 
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